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ABOUT  SIX  YEARS  AGO,  when  Jules  Leger  was 
Canada's  fourth  Canadian-born  Governor  General, 
he  spoke  to  the  Canadian  Press  at  their  annual  dinner. 
In  his  address  he  warned  that  the  youth  of  our  country 
was  being  driven  towards  'nihilism'  as  they  are  so 
constantly  exposed  to  scenes  of  violence  and  thus 
becoming  more  indifferent  and  unmoved  by  witnessing 
torture  and  violence.  The  Governor  General  asked  the 
help  of  the  Press  to  seek  out  a  solution  and  help  others 
to  build  a  better  civilization. 

In  1975  I  visited  Disneyland  in  California,  which  proved 
a  very  delightful  experience.  I  saw  no  sad  faces  and 
there  were  oodles  of  attractions  for  all  to  enjoy.  What  was 
obvious  to  me  though  was  the  dedication  of  the  Disneyland 
personnel.  It  was,  therefore,  not  surprising  to  read  some- 
where that  all  the  employees  are  dedicated  to  make  all 
their  patrons  happy.  One  of  the  many  attractions  was  the 
'Haunted  Mansion'.  Here  too  all  the  viewers  were  looking 
and  taking  it  all  in  with  interest.  But  what  surprised  me 
was  that  not  even  one  tot  showed  any  sign  of  crying  or 
upset.  And  I  wondered  at  this  then,  and  many  times  since. 

The  question  in  my  mind  is:  Do  the  children  think  life  is 
all  a  TV  show  -  which  would  extend  to  their  acceptance  of 
violence  on  the  streets,  playground;  maybe  at  school  or 
even  at  home;  as  something  fictional?  Are  children 
immune  to  any  feelings  of  horror  or  sorrow?  I  hope  not! 

How  have  the  Canadian  Press  responded  to  Jules 
Leger's  warning  of  1974?  Could  we  perhaps  learn  from 
Mark  Twain  who  had  a  newspaper  which  he  advertised  in 
every  way.  One  day  his  paper  carried,  so  a  story  is  told, 
a  cartoon,  showing  a  donkey  at  the  bottom  of  a  well  -  and 
the  words,  "Who  can  say  why  this  poor  donkey  died  at 
the  bottom  of  the  well?"  A  few  days  later  the  same  picture 
was  printed  with  the  words,  "The  poor  donkey  died  because 
he  didn't  call  for  help!" 

Jesus  Christ  died  on  the  Cross  and  gained  Heaven  for  us. 
He  ascended  into  Heaven  over  1900  years  ago  for  you  and 
me  -  and  our  neighbors  too.  So  don't  be  a  poor  donkey 
and  die  at  the  bottom  of  the  well.  Rather  let  us  call  out 
to  God  to  inspire  all  persons  responsible  for  our  news 
media  to  give  us  what  we  need,  not  want. 

"For  He  is  Mighty  Lord,  God  of  All, 
He  is  love  and  Lord  of  us  all." 

HAPPY  EASTER! 
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The  God  of  the  Ordinary 


Sister  Vera  Gallagher,  R.G.S. 


We  are  surrounded  by  the  ordinary. 
And  in  that  ordinary  each  of  us  can 
find  God. 

When  i  was  in  Israel,  leading  a  pil- 
grimage there  from  our  parish,  standing 
on  Mt.  Carmel  and  on  Mt.  Joreb,  cover- 
ing the  land  that  the  prophet  Elijah  had 
walked,  I  was  struck  especially  by  the 
ordinariness  of  it  all.  I  remember  how 
thrilled  I  was  on  discovering  that  we 
would  drive  to  the  top  of  Mt.  Carmel. 
There  was  the  cave  that  Elijah  had  lived 
in;  and  I  marvelled  at  it  and  touched  its 
cold  black  stone  with  reverence.  St. 
Simon  Stock  had  also  prayed  on  that 
mountain,  and  Mary  had  given  him  the 
Scapular  of  Our  Lady  of  Mt.  Carmel. 
And  right  there  was  a  monastery  of  Dis- 
calced  Carmelites,  the  Order  begun  by 
the  great  St.  Teresa  of  Avila. 

One  member  of  our  St.  Pat's  Pilgrim- 
age knew  the  superior  of  the  Carmelites, 
and  asked  to  see  him  briefly.  I  waited 
expectantly  in  that  holy  place,  anticipat- 
ing some  ascetical-looking  mystic.  Cer- 
tainly someone  out  of  the  ordinary.  How 
surprised  I  was  when  a  simple  priest 
walked  out  of  that  cloistered  monastery, 
looking  well-rested  and  well  cared  for, 
and  talking  in  everyday  phrases.  An  or- 
dinary person.  On  that  special  mountain 
top.  On  Mt.  Carmel. 
As  I  reflected  on  the  simplicity  of  it  all, 


I  realized  how  much  our  God  is  a  God 
of  everyday  and  comes  to  us  in  the  ways 
and  the  people  and  the  places  we  meet 
today,  yesterday,  and  tomorrow.  As  once 
He  had  come  to  strengthen  Elijah  in 
plain  bread  and  water. 

Angry  and  Disheartened 

According  to  the  first  book  of  Kings, 
Elijah  had  been  up  on  the  top  of  Mt. 
Carmel,  and  had  a  confrontation  with  a 
group  of  prophets  of  false  gods,  showed 
them  up  as  counterfeit,  and  then  was 
driven  out  of  the  kingdom  by  an  angry 
Queen  Jezibel  because  of  the  misfortune 
which,  through  him,  had  befallen  her  pet 
prophets.  Fleeing  for  his  life,  Elijah  fin- 
ally gets  to  a  place  of  safety,  where  he 
sits  underneath  a  broom  tree  with,  un- 
doubtedly, many  angry  thoughts  towards 
God.  Why  hadn't  God  saved  him  from 
disaster?  After  all,  Elijah  had  worked  for 
God  and  his  interests.  Why  didn't  God 
make  things  go  right?  Why  did  God  let 
Jezibel  have  so  much  power  over  him? 
Why  does  God  let  such  bad  things  hap- 
pen? Elijah  felt  so  angry  and  disheart- 
ened that  he  prayed  for  death. 

At  this  juncture,  one  would  imagine 
God  coming  to  His  prophet's  assistance 
with  some  miracle  or  sign.  Maybe  He 
would  kill  Jezibel  and  make  her  king- 
dom safe  for  Elijah.  If  we  think,  there 
are  many  other  interesting  kinds  of 


When  self  is  at  the  helm  God  cannot  use  the  ship 
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lightning-and-thunderbolt  interventions 
which  God  could  have  performed.  But 
God  performs  none  of  them.  All  He  does 
is  send  an  angel  to  Elijah  with  a  small 
roll  of  bread  and  a  drink  of  water. 
Water!  Not  even  wine.  Not  a  capucino 
or  an  Irish  whiskey.  Not  a  hot  cup  of 
coffee.  Just  a  drink  of  water.  Elijah  takes 
a  bit  of  food  and  drink,  but  he  feels  too 
bad  to  eat.  And  so  he  tries  to  fall  asleep 
again  under  the  broom  tree;  but  once 
more  the  angel  comes  and  invites  him 
to  eat.  After  Elijah  has  taken  the  plain, 
simple  food,  he  regains  his  good  spirits  - 
and  he  sets  off  on  a  40-day-and-night 
walk  to  Horeb,  God's  special  mountain. 

In  what  an  ordinary  manner  God  had 
come  to  Elijah  to  give  him  courage  to 
pick  himself  up  and  start  off  again  to  do 
God's  work;  in  just  a  little  bread  and 
water.  But  Elijah  did  recognize  God 
there. 

People  Were  Upset 

The  Gospel  of  John  tells  us  how  upset 
the  people  of  Palestine  were  because 
Jesus  himself  was  so  ordinary.  He  had 
been  at  Tiberias  and  worked  the  miracle 
of  the  multiplication  of  the  loaves.  Then 
He  had  gone  across  the  water  of  the  Sea 
of  Galilee  to  get  away  from  the  crowds 
who  wanted  to  make  Him  king.  But  they 
followed  Him  the  long  way  round,  on 
foot,  to  Capernaum.  There,  on  the 
grassy  plain,  He  told  them,  "/  am  the 
living  bread  which  comes  down  from 
heaven"',  and  they  murmured,  protesting, 
because  they  knew  Him  as  a  workman, 
the  son  of  Mary  and  Joseph,  the  car- 
penter. He  wore  the  same  clothes  as  they 
did;  His  face  was  reddened  by  the  same 
sun  and  wind;  He  walked  the  same  dusty 
roads.  He  told  them  that  He  would  give 
them  His  flesh  to  eat  -  and  they  were 
shocked  because,  after  all,  who  was  He? 


and,  worse  yet,  who  did  He  think  He 
was? 

When  he  had  multiplied  the  loaves  of 
bread,  they  had  liked  the  bread  and  were 
glad  of  it;  but  bread  is  so  commonplace 
that  they  absolutely  could  not  see  how 
God  could  come  to  them  in  it.  If,  while 
Jesus  was  speaking,  there  had  been  a 
dazzling  light,  or  great  signs  in  the  heav- 
ens -  even  if  Jesus'  face  had  become  ra- 
diant as  Moses'  was  -  but  nothing  like 
that  happened.  There  was  just  a  plain 
man  who  was  the  son  of  a  laborer  -  and 
they  could  not  believe  that  He  was  the 
living  bread  which  had  come  down  from 
heaven,  or  that  His  flesh  could  give  any- 
body eternal  life,  or  that  God  could 
choose  to  come  to  them  in  bread.  'Bread.' 
It  was  so  very  ordinary  that  it  was  im- 
possible. 

But  God  does  come  to  us,  and  has 
been  coming  to  us  for  nineteen  hundred 
years,  in  ordinary  bread  and  ordinary 
wine.  Simple  bread  and  wine:  the  food 
which  gives  us  health  and  energy  to  keep 
climbing  up  the  mountain  where,  at  last, 
we  will  meet  God  face  to  face  -  just  as 
Elijah  had  climbed  his  mountain  after 
feeding  on  bread  and  water. 

Moreover,  we  find  God  in  the  ordi- 
nary every  day. 

I  asked  some  men  and  women  to  tell 
me  of  an  experience  in  which  they  had 
met  God. 

Wept  With  Compassion 

One  woman  told  me  that  seven  years  ago 
her  husband  was  stricken  with  a  sudden 
short  illness  which  resulted  in  a  quick 
death.  On  the  day  that  her  husband  was 
unexpectedly  taken  to  the  hospital,  a 
neighbor  came  to  visit  and  sustain  her. 
The  neighbor  is  one  of  those  cool,  col- 
lected, got-it-under-control  persons 
who  seldom  show  emotion.  But  she  felt 
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so  sorry  for  this  woman  with  her  young 
family  and  very  sick  husband,  that  she 
burst  into  tears  and  wept  with  compas- 
sion, and  then  continued  coming  over 
three  or  four  times  a  day  to  help  out  in 
any  way  possible.  In  that  kindness  and 
concern,  this  woman  experienced  the 
love  and  care  of  God. 

Another  woman  told  of  an  extremely 
difficult  childbirth.  The  baby  was  two 
and  a  half  months  premateure;  the  preg- 
nancy had  been  problematic,  and  the 
baby  was  likely  to  be  born  brain-damag- 
ed or  retarded.  The  pain  was  so  great, 
especially  at  delivery,  that  this  woman 
believed  she  had  experienced  the  pain  of 
the  second  fall  of  Jesus  beneath  the 
cross.  After  birth,  she  said  to  the  nurse, 
"Is  it  alive?"  and  the  nurse  said,  "No." 
A  few  hours  the  nurse  returned  and  said, 
"It  is  alive,  but  I  wouldn't  count  on  it." 
All  this  time,  and  all  through  the  six  diffi- 
cult months  which  lay  behind  her,  this 
woman  had  prayed  only  "Thy  will  be 
done"  -  and  in  that  prayer  she  experi- 


enced God  with  His  light  and  peace.  The 
baby  did  live,  and  is  today  a  healthy,  in- 
telligent teeenager  -  but  throughout  all 
her  initial  pain  and  anxiety  this  woman 
found  God  in  the  simple  words,  "Thy 
will  be  done." 

A  man  told  me  how  he  had  suddenly 
experienced  God  as  he  was  mountain- 
climbing.  The  experience  was  so  pro- 
found that  he  wanted  to  get  closer  to 
that  God  whom  he  had  seen  in  the  beauty 
of  nature.  So  he  asked  for  instructions, 
and  became  a  Catholic. 

Another  man  told  me  that  he  finds 
God  within  himself.  How  ordinary!  Just 
to  look  within,  and  behold  the  God  who 
is  there. 

We  are  surrounded  by  the  ordinary, 
and  in  that  ordinary,  each  of  us  can  find 
God.  How  easy  it  should  be  for  us,  there- 
fore, to  find  Him  in  the  Eucharist,  in 
the  bread  and  wine,  and  to  realize  that 
within  that  bread  is  the  Living  Bread 
Who  came  down  from  Heaven  for  all 
of  us.  □ 


Sheep  and  Lambs 

All  in  the  April  evening, 

April  airs  were  abroad; 
I  saw  the  sheep  with  their  lambs, 

And  thought  on  the  Lamb  of  God. 

(From  "Sheep  and  Lambs"  by  Katharine  Tynan) 
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Sisters  of  Service  at  St.  Catharines 

Marian  Haut,  S.O.S. 


About  four  years  ago  some  of  our  re- 
tired and  sick  sisters  took  up  residence 
at  the  Niagara  Retirement  Manor  on 
Vine  Street  in  St.  Catharines.  Nursing 
personnel  was  hired  to  give  the  neces- 
sary care  and  attention  required. 

We  have  17  sisters  living  in  St.  Catha- 
rines, three  of  whom  are  staff  with  Sister 
Mary  Roberts,  R.N.,  as  Superior.  Here, 
in  the  words  of  Matthew  Arnold,  they 
grow  in  the  thought  that  "Love  makes 
one  fit  for  any  work.  To  his  own  impulse 
every  creature  stirs." 

For  most  of  her  over  50  years  on  the 
missions  Sister  Agnes  Brunning  worked 
as  a  Registered  Nurse  and  Administra- 
tor of  our  hospitals  in  Vilna  and  Edson, 
Alberta.  She  has  served  and  I  think  she 
yet  has  to  make  the  hardest  decision  in 
life  -  when  to  start  middle  age. 


Sister  keeps  busy  and  much  of  her 
time  is  spent  in  visiting  and  being  neigh- 
borly with  the  residents  at  the  Manor.  In 
this  way  she  meets  all  who  come  to  stay 
-  in  the  dining  room,  at  the  different 
functions,  etc.  In  this  way  Sister  made 
the  acquaintance  of  a  man  from  Yugo- 
slavia -  a  Joseph  Zabukovec.  He  had 
been  in  residence  at  the  Manor  only 
about  six  weeks  when  he  was  taken  to 
Hotel  Dieu  Hospital,  and  died.  But  to 
the  Sisters  of  Service  Joe  was  a  familiar' 
figure  as  he  attended  daily  Mass  when 
he  was  able,  and  he  was  also  seen  in  the 
dining  room. 

At  the  funeral  parlor  we  learned  from 
Stanley,  one  of  Joe's  sons,  that  his  father 
arrived  from  the  old  country  in  1927,  at 
Halifax  -  a  time  when  the  Sisters  of  Ser- 
vice were  meeting  all  the  boats  arriving 


BUSY  IN  THE  SISTERS'  CRAFT  ROOM 
Standing:  Sisters  Pauline  Coates  and  Sally  Liota. 
Seated:  Sister  Anna  Coughlin. 
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at  Halifax;  also  Quebec,  St.  John,  N.B., 
and  Montreal. 

In  Canada,  Joseph  Zakubovec  first 
worked  in  a  gold  mine.  He  saved  his 
money  and  later  bought  a  farm  in  the 
Sudbury  area.  In  1940  he  bought  a  trac- 
tor (not  many  could  afford  such  a  lux- 
ury). He  built  a  house  which  is  still 
standing  today,  and  nostalgia  brought 
him  and  his  family  to  revisit  this  home 
about  two  years  ago.  Due  to  ill  health 


he  came  to  St.  Catharines  and  here  he 
made  his  home.  But  more  important  still 
is  the  fact  that  this  man  gave  his  sons 
the  gift  of  his  Catholic  Faith,  and  ex- 
ample. 

The  Sisters  of  Service  welcomed  Jo- 
seph to  Canada  in  1927  and  on  New 
Year's  day  1980,  over  50  years  later,  the 
Sisters  of  Service  were  there  to  say  fare- 
well, and  praying  at  his  bedside:  "May 
he  rest  in  peace."  □ 


IN  MEMORIAM 
Father  J.  H.  Mitchell,  S.J. 

Is  there  for  honest  poverty 

that  hings  his  head,  an'  a'  that? 
The  coward  slave,  we  pass  him  by  - 

We  dare  be  poor  for  a'  that: 
For  a'  that,  an'  a'  that, 

Our  toils  obscure,  an'  a'  that, 
The  rank  is  but  the  guinea's  stamp, 

The  man's  the  gowd'  an  a'  that. 

ROBERT  BURNS 

News  of  the  sudden  death  of  Father  J.  H.  Mitchell,  S.J.,  on  January  8th. 
quickly  spread  throughout  the  Niagara  Retirement  Manor  in  St.  Catharines, 
and  many  expressed  their  opinions  that  Father  Mitchell  would  certainly  be 

missed. 

The  Sisters  of  Service  living  at  the  Manor  have  been  recipients  of  Father 
Mitchell's  care  as  he  frequently  celebrated  Mass  in  our  little  Chapel;  and  as 
frequently  he  would  wind  up  his  little  talks  with  a  joke  to  cheer  up  the  sick 
sisters. 

Almost  every  day,  Father  would  walk  outdoors  in  front  of  the  Manor  and 
meet  the  school  children  and  chat  with  them.  One  of  the  nurses  told  me  that 
her  son  asked  her  where  the  tall  man  was  who  always  came  out  to  talk  to  the 
children,  saying,  "We  have  not  seen  him  for  days."  His  mother  told  the  lad, 
"He  is  gone  -  he  is  dead."  "You  mean  we  will  never  see  him  again?  You  know 
he  always  patted  us  on  the  head  when  we  were  leaving,  saying,  'Now  -  remem- 
ber -  God  loves  you." 

"Farewell  to  one  now  silenced  quite, 
Sent  out  of  hearing,  out  of  sight,  — 
My  friend  of  friends,  whom  I  shall  miss." 

(From  Parted  -  alice  meynell) 
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Odyssey  of  a  Diploma 

Agnes  Sheehan,  S.O.S. 


I  had  my  beginning  in  Halifax  in  1957, 
when  I  was  presented  by  the  Maritime 
School  of  Social  Work  to  Sister  Agnes 
Sheehan.  That  was  the  start  of  our  team 
effort,  but  we  didn't  linger  long  in  the 
east. 

I  was  unceremoniously  rolled  in  a  tube 
and  packed  in  a  trunk  for  the  journey  to 
Winnipeg,  where  finally  I  was  treated 
with  the  respect  due  me:  I  was  nicely 
framed  and  hung  in  an  office. 

We  began  here  in  a  girls'  residence, 
having  been  given  the  mandate  to  plan 
and  build  an  extension  to  it.  I  led  Sister 
through  a  maze  of  dealings  with  social 
agencies,  fund-raising  groups  and  our 
own  Advisory  Board.  We  both  extended 
ourselves,  finding  there  was  much  to 
learn  in  the  post-university,  every  day 
world. 


Well,  we  did  accomplish  our  given 
task,  although  it  took  two  and  a  half 
years  to  complete  it,  then  things  lev- 
elled off.  During  this  time  I  had  been 
concentrating  on  the  administrative 
aspect  of  her  training.  Now  I  could  be- 
gin to  hone  and  sharpen  her  skills  in  the 
area  of  personal  counselling,  when  she 
became  a  social  worker  on  staff,  instead 
of  director. 

New  Areas  of  Learning 

When  these  skills  were  up  to  my  require- 
ments, we  tried  our  wings  by  working 
at  the  Child  Guidance  Clinic  -  in  school 
settings,  and  with  children  plus  their  par- 
ents. Again  I  pushed  her  into  new  areas 
of  learning  through  this  multi-discipline 
approach,  family  therapy,  adolescent 
group  therapy,  etc. 

I  thought  we  were  doing  well,  meet- 
ing the  challenges  when  an  opportunity 
came  to  go  in  a  new  direction.  The 
YWCA  offered  us  a  job  establishing  a 
new  kind  of  housing/ counselling  service 
for  young  women,  in  the  same  building 
which  we  had  constructed  some  years 
before.  This  led  to  a  course  in  Social 
Housing  Management,  and  while  that 
Certificate  (not  Diploma,  mind  you)  is 
also  framed,  it  is  not  as  nice  as  I,  and 
hangs  beneath  me,  as  I  am  still  'top  ba- 
nana' with  her. 

This  YWCA  venture  was  to  have  last- 
ed five  years,  but  actually  extended  to 
six,  during  which  we  served  as  Director 
of  Housing  Services  for  the  YWCA,  and 
this  led  to  her  work  on  supervisory  skills 
as  well;  I  kept  her  busy.  Finally  though, 
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I  was  removed  from  that  office  and  taken 
home. 

My  rest  did  not  last  long,  however, 
but  I  feel  a  sense  of  satisfaction  that  I 
have  brought  Sister  to  our  present  place- 
ment -  the  best  yet.  We  were  invited  to 
work  at  the  Marriage  Tribunal  of  the 
Archdiocese  of  Winnipeg,  where  mar- 
riages are  investigated  for  possible  in- 
validating factors.  Again  there  is  much 
to  learn  and  she  is  being  challenged.  I 
say,  with  all  due  modesty,  that  she  could 
not  have  even  attempted  this  new  assign- 
ment without  me. 

Great  Spiritual  Dimension 

This  is  'social'  work  with  a  great  spiritual 
dimension,  working  with  people  whose 
marriages  have  failed,  and  to  whom  life 
has  dealt  a  large  share  of  trauma.  It  is 
extremely  painful  for  the  person  peti- 
tioning for  this  investigation,  to  again 
live  through  all  the  unhappiness.  This  is 
offset'  by  the  positive,  hopeful  aspect  of 
helping  this  to  become  a  healing  pro- 
cess. There  is  evidence  of  deep  faith,  and 
thirst  for  God  and  full  communion  with 
His  Church. 

There  is  much  mis-information  afloat 
regarding  the  rights  and  privileges  of 
these  people  in  the  Church.  So  -  far  from 
seeing  this  work  as  dealing  with  'prob- 
lems' all  the  time,  we  see  it  as  being 
filled  with  hope  and  spiritual  solace  for 
those  involved. 

The  process  is  time-consuming  on  the 
individual  level,  and  lengthy  in  the  scru- 
pulous care  exercised  in  the  ecclesiasti- 
cal examination  of  each  marriage.  It  be- 
comes an  exercise  in  patience  as  well, 
but  one  which,  more  often  than  not,  has 
a  happy  outcome.  Parties  are  freed  to 
re-enter  marriage  within  the  Church, 
and  it  is  indeed  gratifying  to  witness  the 


growth  in  faith  and  good  Catholic  family 
life.  It  is  possible  to  have  a  second 
chance. 

Renewed  Hope 

The  changes  wrought  in  the  Church 
through  Vatican  II  have  also  been  felt 
in  Tribunal  work  -  and  this  has  brought 
renewed  hope  to  so  many  people.  Some, 
who  have  not  kept  abreast  of  the 
changes,  choose  to  be  scandalized  by  this 
as  they  are  by  other  changes.  If  they 
could  but  know  the  peace  of  mind  and 
heart  brought  about,  we  are  sure  they 
would  rejoice  in  the  nearness  of  God 
this  has  brought  to  so  many  of  His  loved 
children. 

So  -  now  I  am  satisfied  -  I  have  really 
brought  Sister  'home.' 


The  Wolseley  House  papers  published 
in  February  1977,  a  documentation  on 
Dissolution  of  Marriage:  General  No- 
tions by  the  Very  Reverend  Joseph  C. 
Caruso,  Officialis  -  Archdiocese  of  Win- 
nipeg. 

The  Editor  of  this  documentation 
noted  that:  "Because  the  Church  believes 
and  teaches  that  parents  are  the  most 
important  and  first  teachers  of  their  chil- 
dren, Pastors  may  wish  to  place  this 
document  in  the  hands  of  parents  with 
teenage  children  or  young  persons  ready 
for  marriage." 

Extra  copies  of  this  Documentation 
may  be  had  from  the  Winnipeg  Catholic 
Pastoral  Centre  at  about  five  cents  each. 
Parts  1  and  2  of  this  Documentation 
concerning  Marriage  in  the  Church  To- 
day, is  also  available,  at  five  cents  per 
issue/ copy. 

Catholic  Pastoral  Centre 

788  Wolsley  Avenue 

Winnipeg,  Manitoba   R3G  1C6.  □ 


Hasty  climbers  have  sudden  falls 
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The  Boat 
People  in 

Dartmouth 

Bertha  Jackson,  S.O.S. 


Pushing  one's  cart  through  the  super- 
market is  a  task  most  of  us  are  faced 
with  whether  we  like  it  or  not.  But  I  must 
admit  it  could  have  potential!  Will  it  be 
an  exciting  encounter  this  time  or  per- 
haps a  frustrating  one?  Once,  this  one 
time,  my  shopping  spree  was  unique.  It 
was  composed  not  only  of  the  cart  but 
also  of  eight  non-English  speaking  Viet- 
namese. They  were  our  Boat  Family,  the 
family  the  Catholic  Church  of  Pope 
John  XXIII  are  sponsoring. 

Early  in  October  this  desperate  family 
had  made  good  their  escape  from  star- 
vation and  worse  -  and  an  uncertain 


The  Pham  family  from  Vietnam,  with  Sister  Bertha  Jackson,  S.O.S. 
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future.  Now  they  were  here  and  it  was 
my  pleasure  to  give  them  assistance.  The 
smallest,  like  many  another  child,  was 
quickly  placed  in  the  cart.  Then  father, 
mother  and  five  remaining  members  as 
well  as  myself,  clustered  around  the  best 
way  we  could  while  struggling  to  pass 
the  crowds  in  the  aisles  of  the  grocery 
store.  Needless  to  say  we  were  somewhat 
conspicuous! 

Many  other  cart-pushers  showed  in- 
terest and  concern.  While  the  father,  mo- 
ther and  I  gesticulated,  pointed  and  took 
down  or  put  back  on  the  shelves,  we  re- 
ceived smiles,  questions  and  assistance 
from  those  about  us.  Even  the  cashier 
took  time  to  show  a  better  buy  of  an 
article  on  sale.  Then  there  was  the  one 
who,  after  Mr.  Pham  and  I  had  success- 
fully sought  and  found  uncooked  spag- 
hetti, told  us  about  the  more  economical 
package,  but  not  quite  sure  just  where 
in  the  store!  We  found  that  too.  Oriental 
custom's  and  Canadian  ways  contended 
with  the  ever-present  price  factor.  The 
parents  checked  with  me  for  each  pur- 
chase and  the  children,  while  interested 
and  alert,  did  not  touch  a  thing.  So  the 
nine  of  us  piled  into  the  car  and  back 
home,  after  our  account  was  paid  in  full 
at  the  cashier's  counter. 

Helping  New  Canadians 

Such  an  experience,  especially  for  a  Sis- 
ter of  Service,  was  an  enjoyable  one,  for 


a  number  of  reasons,  but  an  uppermost 
one  was  that  helping  new  Canadians  has 
been  a  part  of  the  service  given  by  our 
sisters  for  many  years. 

The  Sisters  of  Service  came  into  exist- 
ence in  1922.  It  was  the  immigrant  needs 
after  World  War  I,  mostly  in  Western 
Canada,  that  prompted  the  persons  con- 
cerned to  found  a  community  to  answer 
these  needs. 

To  Halifax,  in  1925,  came  the  Sisters 
of  Service  and  settled  on  Morris  Street. 
Today  they  are  still  in  the  south  end  of 
the  city  but  during  the  Second  World 
War  moved  to  Tobin  Street.  Although 
immigration  work  is  now  looked  after  by 
the  government,  in  1925  we  were  very 
much  a  part  of  it.  An  excerpt  from  a 
Halifax  newspaper  is  quoted:  "On  Pier  2 
at  Halifax  the  Sisters  of  Service  can  now 
be  seen  at  the  arrival  of  every  transatlan- 
tic liner.  They  are  there  at  the  Gateway 
of  the  Dominion  to  welcome  those  com- 
ing from  distant  countries  .  .  ."  In  Octo- 
ber 1926,  among  the  various  immigrants 
were  Germans,  Swedes,  Poles,  Italians, 
French,  Czecho-Slavs,  Russians,  Bel- 
gians, Hungarians,  and  Dutch. 

Early  in  the  morning  or  late  at  night 
the  sisters  were  there  to  help  in  checking 
destinations,  buying  food  for  the  long 
train  trips  ahead,  sorting  and  finding  bag- 
gage, and  interpreting  for  these  tired 
and  bewildered  people. 

After  World  War  II,  it  was  the  Dis- 


Pope  John  XXIII 
Church,  Cole  Harbour, 
Nova  Scotia,  sponsors 
of  the  Pham  family. 
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placed  Persons.  And  later,  many  Italians 
came  to  our  country.  The  Sisters  of  Ser- 
vice were  there  still  doing  port  work  as 
they  had  all  the  years  since  1925. 

Assets  or  Liabilities? 

Always  there  was  the  same  question: 
Will  they  become  assets  or  liabilities? 
That  is  the  important  question.  With  the 
hardships  endured  and  problems  over- 
come in  the  past  it  would  seem  to  have 
been  answered  -  favorably  for  those  im- 
migrants of  years  ago.  The  majority  of 
newcomers  today  are  suffering  people  in 
flight  and  whether  of  our  own  Faith  or 
not  they  are  a  fine  cultured  people  with 
vast  potential  for  good,  but  just  now 
they  are  bewildered  and  eagerly  seeking 
friends. 

To  be  assimilated  (integrated)  into  the 
life  and  customs  of  a  country  always  pre- 
sents a  problem  and  they  need  more  than 
anything  else,  someone  who  will  teach 
them  the  way  to  this  goal,  in  a  new  land. 

The  Pham  family  are  Buddhists.  The 
father  knew  a  little  written  English 
but  none  of  them  knew  the  spoken  word 
when  they  arrived.  Now,  just  three 
months  later,  all  know  some  words.  Both 
father  and  mother  are  attending  classes 
and  the  children,  aged  1 1,  9,  8  and  7  are 
at  school.  The  two  youngest  are  at  home 
with  Thi  Ba  Nguyen,  the  grandmother. 

One  day,  however,  the  family  was 
introduced  to  the  parishioners  of  the 
Pope  John  Community  during  the  Lit- 
urgy of  the  Mass.  They  were  given  a 
warm  welcome  which  surely  would  make 
them  feel  wanted. 

Refinement  and  Charm 

Being  Orientals,  they  have  the  refine- 
ment and  charm  of  these  people.  To  visit 
the  Phams  is  a  pleasure  indeed.  Their 
hospitality  and  graciousness  is  delight- 
ful. Here  the  sign  language  suffices. 

As  great  as  is  the  pleasure  for  me  who 
visit  and  work  indirectly  with  the  Viet- 


The  house  rented  for  the 


Pham  family  (half  a  duplex) 

namese,  the  care  of  our  Boat  family  di- 
rectly rests  with  the  Refugee  Committee 
set  up  by  the  Parish  of  Pope  John  XXIII. 

Besides  immigration,  the  Sisters  of 
Service  have  works  of  many  kinds,  and 
so  have  I.  Mine  consists  now  with  those 
of  the  Catholic  Faith  and  those  interest- 
ed in  becoming  so.  With  over  1,000  fami- 
lies in  the  Parish,  and  only  one  priest  to 
serve  them,  there  is  no  lack  of  an  apos- 
tolate  for  me.  Many  parishioners  are 
young.  There  are  many  Baptisms,  twice 
each  month;  and  not  all  are  newborn. 
One  of  my  duties  is  visiting  the  homes 
of  these  people,  especially  the  parents  of 
the  children  who  are  to  receive  their  first 
Holy  Communion  in  May.  This  is  an  en- 
joyable part  of  my  day.  It  "serves"  us 
both. 

The  fields  are  ripe  for  the  harvest  and 
the  laborers  are  few.  I  indeed  am  a  for- 
tunate one  to  be  involved  in  such  an 
apostolate.  It  is  a  joy  to  be  present  when 
an  adult  whom  one  has  been  instrumen- 
tal in  helping  to  find  his/her  way  in  the 
Faith,  is  received  into  the  Church  (or 
back  into  it)  and  this  jubilant  person 
now  is  a  living  member  celebrating 
with  us.  □ 
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Across  the  Arc 

By  Marilyi 


On  the  evening  of  Thursday,  Novem- 
ber 29th,  1979,  there  was  a  great  flurry 
of  excitement  as  members  of  the  parish 
awaited  the  arrival  of  His  Excellency 
Angelo  Palmas,  Apostolic  Pro-nuncio,  at 
a  wine  and  cheese  party  here  in  Church- 
ill. He  had  come,  at  the  invitation  of 
Bishop  Omer  Robidoux,  O.M.I. ,  to  visit 
some  of  the  northern  missions,  so 
Churchill,  at  -30° ,  was  a  good  introduc- 
tion. To  assist  the  Pro-nuncio  in  getting 
acclimatized,  he  was  presented  with  a 
beaver-skin  hat  which  he  rarely  took  off 


His  Excellency  Angelo  Palmas 
ready  to  head  North 


during  the  next  few  days.  Bishop  Robi- 
doux must  have  read  the  thoughts  that 
were  racing  around  in  the  minds  of 
Anna-Marie  Vincentin  and  me  because 
he  asked  us  why  we  didn't  phone  our 


bosses  to  see  if  we  could  get  time  off,  tha 
there  were  two  places  left  in  the  plane 
Well,  talk  about  excitement!  No  soone 
said  than  done  -  well,  nearly  done, 
could  get  one  day  only,  due  to  the  teach 
ers  with  the  flu  and  a  shortage  of  substi 
tutes.  Finally,  a  compromise  was  reach 
ed.  I  would  go  and  return  to  Churchill  o 
Sunday  from  Rankin  Inlet  by  the  regula 
Transair  schedule,  the  rest  would  re 
turn  on  Monday  night  by  Calmair  Chai 
ter  which  was  booked  by  our  Bishoi 
Anna-Marie,  who  is  a  nurse  here,  gc 
her  permission  sorted  out  and  we  wei 
dashing  home  to  pack. 

On  Friday  morning  at  9  o'clock,  'th 
group  of  seven'  -  Archbishop  Palma 
Bishop  Robidoux,  T.  Lauzon  (Harbour 


Group  of  Seven  -  Back  row:  Bishop  Robio 
H.E.  Angelo  Palmas,  Bill  Erickson,  Anna  a 
Vincenten,  T.  Lauzon.  Front:  Penny  Rawl  | 
Marilyn  Gillespie,  S.O.S. 
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ic  with  Palmas 

pie,  S.O.S. 


Board  Manager),  Bill  Ericksen  (head  of 
Northern  Studies  Centre  and  Boreal  Gar- 
dens) ,  Penny  Rawlings  (she  and  her  hus- 
band own  the  Arctic  Inn),  Anna-Marie 
and  me  -  plus  two  fine  young  pilots,  were 
winging  towards  the  Arctic  in  a  Beach- 
craft  Executive  Jet  -  a  speedy  little 
plane  that  sported  a  couch  and  two  re- 
clining chairs,  plus  one  seat  near  the 
door.  Whoever  sat  in  it  had  to  make  the 
coffee  and  as  the  heavier  people  had  to 
>it  nearer  the  front,  guess  who  got  to 
make  the  coffee!  After  a  prayer  in  Latin 
and  a  short  explanation  of  the  terrain 
n  French,  we  began  to  sing  English 
>ongs  and  hymns.  The  Pro-nuncio  was 
/ery  impressed  with  these  and  he  warmly 
expressed  his  thoughts  after  we  had  sung 
Durselves  hoarse.  He  stated  that  we  were 
doing  what  our  Lord  asked  us  to  do, 
Draising  His  name  in  all  parts  of  the 
world.  It  was  a  very  touching  few  min- 
utes as  he  spoke  and  I'm  sure  we  all 
felt  it. 

Our  first  stop  was  to  refuel  at  Rankin 
falet.  Many  of  the  boys  whom  I  had 
.aught  there  are  now  working  at  the  air- 
port so  I  had  a  short  visit  with  them  be- 
fore taking  off  across  the  Arctic  Circle 
;o  refuel  at  Hall  Beach,  N.W.T.  From 
fhe  airport  the  Bishops  called  the  resi- 
dent priest,  Father  Van  de  Velde,  O.M.I. 
Dnce  more  we  were  airborne  and  on  our 
way  to  Igloolik,  N.W.T. ,  and  at  approxi- 
mately 2:30  p.m.,  just  as  the  sun  was 
almost  out  of  sight  for  the  long  Arctic 
night,  we  touched  down  and  were  warm- 


Father  Eric  at  Igloolik 
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The  'Mushroom'  Science  Lab 
in  Igloolik  (at  10  in  the  morning) 


ly  greeted  by  Fathers  LeChat,  the  Ad- 
ministrator for  the  Oblates  of  the  North, 
and  Eric,  a  young  Dutch  priest  whom  our 
Bishop  ordained  two  years  ago  in  Hol- 
land, and  many  local  Inuit.  It  was  cold 
but  very  clear  and  the  big  moon  that 
was  rising  seemed  so  close.  Our  group 
and  the  pilots  were  driven  to  the  Mission 
where  we  were  treated  to  coffee  and 
cookies.  A  while  later  we  were  called  to 
a  supper  of  Caribou  fondue,  french  fries, 
wine  and  Eric's  home-made  bread.  It 
was  a  real  feast  -  almost  as  good  as  the 
shark  that  I  ate  last  summer  at  Pond  In- 
let. Seriously,  though,  it  was  really  a 


fun  meal  with  a  lot  of  good-natured  teas- 
ing going  on.  The  men  even  did  the 
dishes! 

Following  supper,  we  could  hear  the 
sound  of  praying  in  the  adjoining  chapel. 
These  were  the  Tuksiartit  -  roughly 
translated  it  means  'those  who  raise  their 
arms  in  prayer'  -  a  group  of  Inuit  wo- 
men from  Igloolik  who  go  twice  a  day 
to  the  chapel  to  pray  and  who  have  been 
doing  so  for  more  than  15  years.  When 
they  had  finished,  Mass  was  concelebrat- 
ed  in  the  beautiful  Inuit-art  and  sealskin 
decorated  chapel,  during  which  a  baby 
was  baptized  by  the  Pro-nuncio,  before 
more  than  100  Inuit.  Later,  we  went 
visiting  the  settlement  with  Eric  and 
talked  until  all  hours.  After  a  short  night, 
rides  were  taken  on  a  komatik  pulled  by 
Eric's  husky  and  then  we  visited  the 
Mushroom  -  the  scientific  lab  at  Igloolik. 
By  this  time  the  Pro-nuncio  was  really 
beginning  to  feel  at  home  in  the  north 
and  I  talked  him  into  getting  into  a  cari- 
bou skin  parka,  while  I  took  one  of  the 
many  pictures  that  were  being  snapped 
from  every  direction  since  before  leav- 
ing Churchill.  Getting  into  it  was  easy 


The  Churchill  O.M.I.'s  - 
Back  row:  Bro.  Paradis, 
Bishop  Robidoux, 
Archbishop  Palmas, 
Father  Dufour,  Bro. 
Volant.  Front:  Bro. 
Tremblay 
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The  men  even  did  the  dishes 
Robidoux  with  T.  Lauzon 
at  Chesterfield  Inlet 


but  getting  out  of  it  was  something  else! 
He  was  really  a  good  sport. 

All  too  soon  the  time  came  to  leave 
and  by  2  p.m.  we  were  on  our  way  to 
Pelly  Bay.  The  weather  was  cold  but  the 
sky  was  so  beautifully  clear.  Just  as  the 
sun  was  again  setting,  we  arrived  at  Pelly 
Bay  and  were  greeted  by  Father  Meeus, 
O.M.I.,  and  many  local  Inuit.  We  walked 
to  the  Mission,  which  is  quite  near  to 
the  air  strip.  Since  the  church  burned  a 
few  years  ago,  Mass  is  celebrated  in  the 


Father  Meeus  with  Pro-nuncio  Palmas 
in  tiny  chapel  at  Pelly  Bay 


Community  Hall.  Because  the  Co-op  was 
closing  early,  we  visited  it  right  away  as 
some  beautiful  ivory  carvings  are  carved 
there.  After  a  delicious  supper,  Mass 
was  concelebrated  and  again  an  Inuit 
baby  was  baptized  by  the  Pro-nuncio, 
before  a  packed  congregation. 

After  Mass,  we  returned  to  the  Mis- 
sion and  had  a  great  sing-song.  Father 


Concelebrated  Mass,  Igloolik  Chapel  -  notice  seal  skin,  ivory  tusks,  and  komatik  altar, 
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Mecus  plays  the  guitar  and  sings  beauti- 
fully so  everyone  joined  in  -  even  the 
Pro-nuncio  was  playing  the  spoons.  Later 
on,  he  was  captured  on  film  as  he  was 
trying  out  one  of  these  frustrating 
puzzles  in  which  all  the  pellets  have  to  be 
put  into  holes.  Bishop  Robidoux  later 
sent  him  one  for  Christmas  as  a  memen- 
to. Boy,  if  John  Paul  could  see  his  rep- 
resentative now!  Later  that  night  we 
attended    an    authentic    Inuit  Drum 


Concelebrated  Mass  in  Pelly  Bay:  Father 
Meeus,  Archbishop  Palmas  and 
Bishop  Robidoux 


Archbishop  Palmas  playing  the 
spoons  at  our  sing-song 


Archbishop  Palmas  and  Penny  Rawlings 
perfecting  puzzle  talents! 


Dance,  complete  with  chanting,  which 
Father  Meeus  had  asked  them  to  ar- 
range for  us.  It  was  very  enjoyable  and 
of  course,  very  new  to  those  who  had  not 
seen  one  before.  Back  to  the  Mission  for 
lunch  and  more  singing,  then  over  to  the 
transient  centre  for  a  good  night's  sleep. 
It  was  sad  leaving  Fathers  LeChat  and 
Eric. 

It  was  already  Sunday  morning  as  we 
headed  for  Rankin  Inlet  where  the 
priests  and  catcchists  for  the  central  zone 
were  finishing  their  yearly  meeting.  To 
me  it  was  just  like  coming  home  but  as  I 
was  to  leave  for  Churchill  later  that  day, 
I  got  a  few  visits  in  before  a  hurried  sup- 
per and  rush  to  the  airport.  While  I  was 
out  there  it  was  time  for  Mass  so  as  I 
walked  into  the  church  after  being  told 
the  plane  was  not  coming;  I'm  sure  that 
those  whom  I  had  just  left  thought  they 
were  seeing  a  vision.  There  was  quite  a 
greeting  alter  Mass  with  the  group  and 
the  Inuit  friends  who  didn't  even  know 
I  was  in  Rankin.  I  remained  in  the  church 
to  visit  with  them  as  I  was  to  leave  next 
day  at  noon.  It  was  good  to  see  the  Ob- 
lates  from  the  different  missions  in  the 
north  once  more.  I  called  Churchill  to  let 
them  know  I  wouldn't  be  at  school  on 
Monday,  but  little  did  I  know  that  the 
reason  the  plane  did  not  land  in  Rankin 
that  night  was  because  one  engine  had 
stopped  and  it  was  expected  to  crash  in 
Churchill!  It  did  land  safely  but  the  fire 
department,  ambulance  and  hospital  per- 
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sonnel  were  at  the  airport  that  night,  and 
here  I  was  in  Rankin,  thinking  that  they 
had  no  excuse  for  not  landing. 

That  night  I  slept  in  my  sleeping  bag 
on  the  floor  of  the  Grey  Nun's  chapel  as 
I  could  sleep  late  next  morning,  and  the 
others  were  getting  up  early  to  go  to 
Chesterfield  Inlet.  Next  day,  off  they 
went  and  later  that  day  Calmair  can- 
celled again.  It  looked  like  a  storm  com- 
ing and  come  it  did.  The  group  from 
Chesterfield  just  landed  as  the  weather 
went  out.  Panic  time  -  I  wouldn't  be  at 
school  on  Tuesday  either  so  I  again  call- 
ed Churchill.  The  night  before  we  left 
Churchill,  Father  Dufour  had  said  he 
would  see  us  in  four  of  five  days  -  it  was 
a  joke  then  but  now  it  was  becoming  a 
reality. 

Every  place  we  went  the  priests  kept 
saying  that  unless  we  had  a  storm,  the 
Pro-nuncio  would  get  the  wrong  impres- 
sion about  northern  travel!  Well,  he 
called  Ottawa  to  tell  them  to  expect  him 


The  'Drum  Dance'  at  Pelly  Bay 

when  they  saw  him  -  a  little  different 
lifestyle  from  the  structure  he  was  used 
to.  He  kept  saying  that  we  in  the  north 
are  so  free,  that  we  are  living  in  heaven. 

In  spite  of  the  blizzard,  everyone  was 
having  a  great  time,  for  who  can  argue 
with  a  northern  blizzard?  In  the  mean- 


Rankin  Inlet 
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Little  Inuit  friends  at  Pelly  Bay 

time,  our  charter  had  been  called  out  on 
two  medical  evacuations  and  was  in 
Churchill  waiting  for  the  weather  to 
clear  in  Rankin.  By  evening,  the  wind 
seemed  to  be  dying  down  and  it  had 
stopped  snowing.  The  sky  was  slowly 
clearing  and  the  storm  was  over.  I  had 
been  calling  the  Rankin  airport  since 
signs  of  the  storm  ending  were  evident. 
Finally  about  1 1  p.m.  on  Tuesday  night, 
in  the  middle  of  a  party  and  sing-song  at 
the  Grey  Nuns',  Calmair  said  they  would 
call  the  pilots  in  Churchill  if  we  wanted 
to  leave  that  night.  The  plane  arrived 
about  1  a.m.,  and  by  1 :30  a.m.  we  were 
on  our  way  home  to  Churchill.  The  sky 
put  on  a  spectacular  show  for  us  that 
morning  with  the  beautiful  full  moon, 
millions  of  bright  stars  and  the  dancing, 
colored  Aurora  Borealis.  It  was  like  a 
display  of  fireworks,  gorgeous  and  so 
peaceful.  God  is  so  gentle,  really. 

At  3 : 15  a.m.  we  arrived  at  the  airport 
where  one  of  the  Oblates,  Brother  Trem- 
blay,  was  awaiting  our  arrival.  After 
three  hours  of  sleep,  I  arrived  at  school 
that  morning  just  as  the  principal  was 
shovelling  snow  at  the  doorway.  Drop- 
ping his  shovel,  he  gave  me  a  big  hug 
and  asked  how  I  had  gotten  back  as 
Transair  was  not  flying.  He  had  to  laugh 


because  earlier  he  had  said  that  he 
couldn't  give  me  two  days  off  and  was 
feeling  bad  about  it!  Later  that  day  our 
Bishop  took  the  Pro-nuncio  for  a  visit  to 
the  Complex  hospital  (where  he  was 
teased  for  having  kidnapped  a  nurse  and 
a  teacher),  Harbour's  Board,  etc.  The 
Pro-nuncio  just  couldn't  get  over  how 
the  people  could  really  be  so  close  to  a 
Bishop  -  people  of  all  denominations 
and  ethnic  backgrounds.  It  was  a  real 
eye-opener  for  him  and  he  was  so  im- 
pressed with  the  whole  trip,  while  we  just 
take  that  closeness  for  granted  -  that's 
just  Northern  Living. 

It  was  a  super  trip  in  every  way.  Even 
the  storm  served  the  purpose  of  letting 
us  know  who  really  is  'in  charge',  and 
one  of  the  group  expressed  it  as  being  a 
spiritual  retreat.  Personally  I  am  very 
grateful  to  Bishop  Robidoux  for  making 
this  trip  possible  for  us  and  to  God  for 
the  many  beautiful  people  who  touched 
our  lives  during  it.  □ 


Aurora  Borealis 


Until  we  love  God  perfectly  everything  in  the  world  will  be  able  to  hurt  us 
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THE  PEENAMIN  McKENZIE  VILLAGER 


Edition  Number  One  of  the  Peenamin  McKenzie  Villager  has  just  reached  my 
desk  -  the  publication  of  the  Peenamin  McKenzie  School  at  North  West  River. 
It  is  evident  that  all  in  the  school  have  been  invited  to  be  involved  in  and  do 
their  part  to  make  this  a  worthwhile  paper.  There  is  great  potential  and  great 
talent  expressed  and  'I  liked  what  I  read.' 
Under  "Special  Events": 

With  the  help  of  special  funding  the  Craft  Centre  shall  sponsor  an  Innu 
International  Year  of  the  Child  day.  On  November  25th,  this  event  shall  take 
place  in  the  school  Gym,  after  evening  Mass.  Children  will  be  dressed  in  the 
traditional  manner  and  equipped  with  traditional  toys.  To  enhance  this  setting, 
we  hope  to  have  a  Drum  Dance.  Refreshments  shall  be  served  -  tea,  coffee. 

There  is  mention  of  a  proposed  Fortune  Trip  -  a  student  exchange  trip 
to  Fortune,  Newfoundland;  and  later  on  the  Lake  Academy  students  will  come 
to  North  West  River.  Plans  are  being  made  to  take  them  out  camping  overnight, 
hold  a  Mukashan  and  maybe  a  drum  dance;  and  also  show  the  Academy  stu- 
dents their  town  and  their  crafts. 

The  Signature  Page,  with  signatures  of  several  students  from  Grades  6  to  10, 
shows  ingenuity  and  interest  -  and  maturity. 

Sister  Joan  Coffey's  Principal's  Report  was  quite  interesting  and  shows  that 
she  has  the  co-operation  of  the  teachers,  pupils  and  administration. 

The  Indian  Religion  Program  was  introduced  in  Grade  1  -  a  six-year  pro- 
posal. Next  year  Grade  2  -  Special  Program  for  Native  Teachers  -  training 
three  times  a  year. 

It  has  been  said:  "He  who  stays  in  the  Valley  will  never  get  over  the  Hill." 
A  progressive  community  like  North  West  River  should  manage  to  get  over 
the  hill.  Our  prayers  are  with  them!  -  Ed. 


a  hit  of  SaiM®& 


A  very  small  girl  had  been  trying  to 
thread  a  needle  for  several  minutes, 
and  being  unsuccessful  cried:  "Oh, 
needle,  can't  you  see  the  fred?  I've 
shown  it  to  you  lots  of  times!" 

Teacher:  "Oh,  Johnny,  how  grubby 
you  are!  What  would  you  say  if  I  came 
in  like  that?" 

Johnny:  "Please,  I  would  be  too  polite 
to  mention  it." 

Teacher:  "What  does  'Silence' 
mean?" 

Jimmy:  "What  you  don't  hear  when 
you  listen." 


Husband:  "This  jam  has  an  awful  lot 
of  stalks  in  it." 

Wife:  "Yes,  dear,  it  is  a  new  kind;  it 
says  on  the  jar  'Branches  every- 
where'." 

Facetious  Daughter:  "Mom,  I've  had 
an  offer  of  marriage." 
Mother:  "I'm  delighted  to  hear  it,  my 
dear.  Who  from?" 

"Our  clergyman.  He  says  that  he  will 
marry  me  when  I  can  find  a  husband." 
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WELL  DONE! 

Looking  back,  it  is  easy  to  discern,  that  among  the  people  we  have  known, 
those  who  never  held  back  their  little  meed  of  praise  when  we  stood  deserv- 
ing -  and  indeed  often  when  we  did  not  -  were  ever  the  ones  whose  influence 
on  our  lives  was  the  strongest  for  good. 

It  was  their  "well  done,"  their  faith  in  us,  sometimes  even  in  face  of  failure, 
that  sent  us  speeding  up  life's  hill  with  lightened  step,  and  joyous  heart.  They 
imparted  to  us  often  the  courage  to  lift  our  weary  eyes  from  the  mire  below  to 
where  the  blue  sky  shone  overhead,  and  the  lark  went  singing.  Oh,  those  little 
words,  they  are  a  great  incentive  to  achievement  and  happiness,  worth  more 
than  a  million  grumbles. 

Up  on  life's  hilltop  the  dawn  of  another  glad  year  will  soon  be  breaking. 
Around  us  everywhere  on  the  road  are  souls  -  souls  more  cherished  perhaps 
than  life  itself,  or  souls,  very  dear  to  God,  entrusted  to  our  care.  Think  you, 
would  an  encouraging  word  of  ours  mean  anything  to  them?  Always  we  are 
so  occupied  with  mundane  affairs  that  we  tend  to  let  them  swamp  our  finer 
feelings,  and  make  us  forget  the  beautiful  duty  that  is  ours,  of  encouraging 
others. 

Whatever  our  sphere  in  life,  around  us  there  must  be  some  soul,  possibly 
many  to  whom  our  "well  done,"  or  some  other  such  word  of  appreciation, 
would  come  as  a  glad  surprise.  Let  us  say  it  now.  Later  such  may  not  be  in  our 
power. 

In  the  days  that  lie  ahead,  shall  we  not  try  to  use  every  opportunity  of 
saying  the  word  that  will  reflect  itself  in  our  lives,  and  make  our  life  a  happy 
one.  Then,  too,  let  us  hope  that  when  the  top  of  the  hill  is  reached,  and  the 
last  milestone  of  the  years  lies  far  behind,  the  gentle  Christ,  He  who  would 
not  so  much  as  crush  the  bruised  reed,  whose  human  personality  ever  radiated 
encouragement,  will  be  there  to  welcome  us.  May  the  first  words  we  hear 
from  His  dear  lips  be  those  glorified  ones:  "Well  done." 

P.  MC  CONWAY 

Field  at  Home,  January  1931 


Let  us  sing 

A  song  of  thanks 

for  children  and  for  those  who've  grown  old 
for  those  whose  wisdom  has  helped  us 
to  see  the  truth 

for  those  who  taught  us  to  love. 
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LOOK  CLOSER  ...  SEE  ME 

What  do  you  see,  nurses,  what  do  you  see? 

Are  you  thinking  when  you  look  at  me  - 

A  cribbit  old  woman,  not  very  wise, 

Uncertain  of  habit,  with  faraway  eyes 

Who  dribbles  her  food  and  makes  no  reply 

When  you  say  in  a  loud  voice,  "I  do  wish  you'd  try." 

I'll  tell  you  who  I  am  as  I  sit  here  so  still, 

As  I  do  your  bidding,  and  eat  at  your  will. 

I'm  a  small  child  of  ten  with  a  father  and  mother, 

Brothers  and  sisters  who  love  one  another. 

A  young  girl  of  sixteen  with  wings  on  her  feet, 

Dreaming  that  soon  now  a  lover  she'll  meet; 

A  bride  soon  at  twenty  -  my  heart  gives  a  leap, 

Remembering  the  vows  that  I  promised  to  keep; 

At  twenty-five  now  I  have  young  of  my  own, 

Who  need  me  to  build  a  secure,  happy  home. 

At  forty  my  sons  have  grown  and  are  gone, 

But  my  man's  beside  me  to  see  I  don't  mourn. 

At  fifty  once  more  babies  play  round  my  knee, 

Again  we  know  children,  my  loved  one  and  me. 

Dark  days  are  upon  me,  my  husband  is  dead, 

I  look  at  the  future  and  shudder  with  dread. 

But  inside  this  old  carcass  a  young  girl  still  dwells, 

And  now  and  again  my  battered  heart  swells. 

I  remember  the  joys,  I  remember  the  pain, 

And  I'm  loving  and  living  life  over  again. 

I  think  of  the  years,  all  too  few  -  gone  too  fast, 

And  accept  the  stark  fact  that  nothing  can  last. 

So  open  your  eyes,  nurses;  open  and  see 

Not  a  crabbit  old  woman,  look  closer  -  see  me. 

Poem  found  in  the  locker  of  a  patient  in  England. 

Reprint  from  Pastoral  Visitor 


Heather 


l\^NOW  you  what  it  is  to  be  a  child?  .  .  .  It  is  to  be  so 
little  that  the  elves  can  reach  to  whisper  in  your  ear;  it  is 
to  turn  pumpkins  into  coaches,  and  mice  into  horses, 
lowness  into  loftiness,  and  nothing  into  everything,  for 
each  child  has  its  fairy  godmother  in  its  soul. 


-  FRANCES  THOMPSON 


Jan.  14,  1980. 
Field  at  Home. 

To  Sisters  of  Service 
From  Marc  Chalut 

Hi  Everybody: 

I  love  every  sentence,  every  word 
and  every  picture  of  this  publication 
and  really  await  its  arrival. 

Yours  sincerely. 

Dear  Sister  Editor, 

Greetings  and  Peace  in  Christ! 

I  want  to  thank  you  for  having  for 
so  long  continued  to  send  me  a  copy 
of  the  "Field  at  Home."  It  always  is 
to  me  like  a  letter  from  home. 

Enclosed  find  a  cheque  for  "Field 
at  Home"  magazine  subscription. 
Enclosed  also  is  an  article  that 
appeared  in  the  Miami  Herald  some 
time  ago.  After  reading  it,  I  felt  very 
proud  of  my  fellow  Canadians.  (How 
Cities  of  Canada  Defeat  Urban 
Problems  -  Miami  Herald,  Nov.  1, 
1979;  'Toronto  is  a  Shining  Example' 
by  John  D.  Harbron. 

That  the  good  Lord  may  "water"  the 
"Good  Seed"  you  are  planting  all 
across  Canada  is  the  prayer  of 

Sister  Francene  Merkosky, 
O.L.V.M. 

Catholic  Service  Bureau 


84  Gordon  St.,  Apt.  "B", 
Sherbrooke,  Que.  J1H  4Y5 
January  12th,  1980. 

Dear  Sister  Tunney: 

Just  a  little  note  to  thank  you  for 
your  article  on  dear  Mother  Teresa. 
I  am  forwarding  my  copy  to  Miss  Alice 
Esmonde,  Professor  at  the  Dublin 
University,  who  is  a  co-worker  in 
charge  of  the  Archives  now  being 
assembled  in  England  at  a  seminary 
in  Surrey.  We  have  been  correspond- 
ing for  two  years  and  I  send  her 
clippings,  etc.,  from  Canadian 
magazines  and  newspapers. 

I  was  in  Toronto  in  October  doing 
recruiting  for  co-workers  in  the  "Link 
of  the  Sick  &  Suffering."  I  would  have 
loved  to  have  visited  the  S.O.S.  but 
my  time  was  all  booked. 

I  enjoyed  your  article  relative  to 
your  trip  to  the  Maritimes.  My  darling 
sister  and  I  had  the  pleasure  of  a 
three  week  trip  there  in  1971. 
Very  sincerely, 
(Miss)  Owenie  McKeon. 

N.B.  -  Miss  Esmonde  is  a  co-worker 
of  Mother  Teresa  in  Canada. 

Box  803,  Manning,  Alta. 
T0H2M0-Jan.  14,  1980 

Dear  Sisters, 

I  enjoy  your  "Field  at  Home."  I 
read  it  from  cover  to  cover. 
Keep  up  the  good  work. 
God  bless  you  all. 

Sincerely, 

Mrs.  Marjorie  Heck. 
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Sisters  of  Service 


RELIGIOUS  CONSECRATION 

"The  Son  of  Man  has  come  not  to  be  served  by  others,  but  to 

serve,  to  give  His  own  life  as  a  ransom  for  the  many." 

(ML  20:28) 

APOSTOLATE 

The  accent  is  on  service,  rather  than  on  specific  works. 

(Preamble  to  the  Guidelines) 

"I  HAVE  CHOSEN  YOU" 

Each  sister's  relationship  with  Christ  is  the  basis  for 
approaching  her  mission  with  loving  trust  and  total 
confidence. 

LIFE  STYLE 

The  task  of  a  missionary  community  is  to  constantly 
move  away  out  of  the  comfortable  situation,  and  to 
look  for  areas,  urban  and  rural,  where  only  one  who  is 
willing  to  give  her  life,  wants  to  go. 


Correspondence  is  invited: 

The  Formation  Directress 
Sisters  of  Service 
10 "Montcrest  Boulevard 
Toronto,  Ontario  M4K  1J7 
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NCE  AGAIN  I  am  reminded,  during  my  recent  travels,  that  there  is  so  much 


to  see,  to  read  and  to  enjoy  I  am  really  not  worried  that  there  may  not  be 


any  blackberries  for  me.  Yes,  it's  still  true  that  the  earth  is  so  crammed 
with  beauty  -  but  the  astonishing  thing  is  the  variety  of  that  beauty  -  and  the 
people!  I  have  on  occasion  remarked  "who  are  funnier  than  people?"  but  now 
I  say  "who  are  nicer  than  people?" 

Years  ago  when  I  was  going  to  lower  school,  my  brother  told  me  that  the 
more  one  learns  the  more  he/she  knows  that  he/she  doesn't  know.  I  believe 
that  there's  no  hope  that  even  one  little  corner  of  knowledge  will  be  mine;  but 
there  will  always  be  people,  places  and  things  to  be  met  and  enjoyed.  For  sure, 
it  is  not  all  good  we  see  and  hear;  but  we  can  help  someone,  somewhere, 
someplace,  sometime! 

Carnegie  tells  about  a  lady  who  one  day  prepared  for  her  menfolk  -  husband 
and  sons  -  a  nicely  laid  table,  but  with  a  handful  of  hay  on  each  plate.  "What's 
this?"  they  asked  her.  "You're  giving  us  hay  for  dinner  today?" 

"Oh  no,"  she  answered,  "I'll  serve  the  dinner  at  once.  But  let  me  tell  you 
something.  For  years  I  have  cooked  for  you,  I've  tried  to  vary  the  meals,  rice 
one  day,  broth  another,  roast,  stew,  etc.  And  you  never  say:  'We  like  it.'  'Good 
for  you.'  Please  say  something.  I'm  not  made  of  stone.  Nobody  can  work  with- 
out recognition,  without  encouragement." 

But  how  does  one  say  "Thank  you,  God  -  for  my  parents,  my  vocation  and 
all  who  have  helped  me  on  the  way  -  the  many,  many  friends!  I  think  He  would 
like  it  simple  -  "Thank  you,  God,  you're  a  Grand  Master." 


Earth's  crammed  with  heaven 

And  every  common  bush  afire  with  God 

But  only  he  who  sees  takes  off  his  shoes 

The  rest  just  sit  around  and  pluck  blackberries. 


Elizabeth  Barrett  Browning 
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MOST  REVEREND 
PHILIP  F.  POCOCK,  D.D. 

On  June  5th,  1980,  Most  Reverend 
Philip  F.  Pocock,  D.D.,  celebrates 
his  50th  Anniversary  in  the 
Priesthood,  with  a  special  Mass 
at  St.  Michael's  Cathedral,  in 
Toronto. 

As  Archbishop  of  Toronto  the 
Sisters  of  Service  had  the 
privilege  of  having  him  for  our 
Major  Superior  and  experienced 
his  interest  and  friendship.  He 
was  not  a  stranger  to  the  Sisters 
as  he  was  the  Bishop  of 
Saskatoon,  and  Archbishop  of 
Winnipeg,  where  our  Sisters  were 
working. 

Grateful  for  his  friendship  and 
paternal  care  in  the  past  the 
Sisters  of  Service  wish 
Archbishop  Pocock  many  years 
of  happiness  in  the  future. 

AD  MULTOS  ANNOS 


We  would  ask  for  a  remembrance  in  your  prayers  for  the  souls  of  two  great 
benefactors  of  the  Sisters  of  Service. 

Father  Joseph  W.  Burke,  Edmonton,  Alberta 

Father  Burke,  a  native  of  Newfoundland,  served  the  Archdiocese  of  Edmonton 
for  more  than  fifty  years,  holding  many  important  positions  during  that  period. 
He  was  loyal  and  trustworthy  and  loved  by  all  who  knew  him.  The  Sisters  of 
Service  have  lost  a  staunch  supporter  and  friend. 

George  Daly,  Montreal,  P.Q. 

George  Daly  was  the  nephew  of  the  late  George  Daly,  CSsR,  Co-Founder  of 

the  Sisters  of  Service. 
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Sabbatical 
at  L'Arche 


JOE  KRAMIS 
(as  told  to  Vera  Gallagher,  R.G.S.) 


Sister  Vera  Gallagher,  R.G.S.,  a 
prolific  writer,  does  pastoral  min- 
istry at  St.  Patrick's  Parish,  Seattle, 
Washington.  She  has  a  Doctorate 
in  Ministry. 


Obviously  it  was  time  to  take  a  sab- 
batical when,  in  my  eighth  year  as 
pastor  of  a  750-family  parish,  a  half- 
time  associate  was  assigned  to  St.  Pat- 
rick's. Each  priest  in  our  archdiocese  of 
Seattle  had  for  several  years  been  urged 
to  take  at  least  three  months  off  for  theo- 
logical updating.  Now  the  questions 
were:  where  should  I  go  and  what  should 
I  do? 

Time  spent  at  a  major  University  did 
not  appeal;  18  years  before  I  had  put  in 
a  couple  of  years  at  Catholic  University 
in  Washington,  D.C.,  for  a  degree  in 
canon  law.  This  time  I  believed  my  need 
was  for  an  experiential  journey. 

My  thoughts  turned  to  the  several 
homes  in  our  parish  for  the  mentally 
handicapped.  Because  parishioners  had 
wanted  to  establish  them,  and  had  called 
on  me  to  help,  I  had  become  involved.  I 
had  also  become  intrigued. 

Could  I  spend  a  sabbatical  at  L'Arche 
Community  and  absorb  the  simple  life- 
style (ahisma)  of  Jean  Vanier? 

Jean  Vanier,  son  of  a  former  Govern- 
or-General of  Canada,  had  first  given 
up  a  naval  career  to  respond  to  the  call 
of  the  Lord.  He  committed  himself  to 
live  with  two  mentally  handicapped  per- 
sons whom  he  invited  out  of  an  institu- 
tion into  a  home,  leaving  promising  scho- 
lastic prospects  in  philosophy.  Those 
two  have  multiplied  into  2,000  persons 
in  L'Arche  communities  throughout  the 
world. 

"Live  poorly,  simply  . . ." 

Vanier  calls  for  people  who  will  live 
"poorly,  simply,  and  without  affectation, 
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giving  away  at  least  their  superfluous 
goods  to  the  needy  of  the  world,  in  order 
to  spread  a  spirit  of  contentment  and 
peace  amongst  all;  and  where  it  is  pos- 
sible, seeking  to  live  together  as  brothers 
and  sisters  with  the  afflicted  and  impov- 
erished in  communities  of  peace  and 
hope." 

The  more  I  pondered  Vanier's  call, 
the  more  I  realized  that  the  temptations 
of  Jesus  before  his  public  life  were  to 
power,  prestige,  and  wealth.  Those  are 
the  temptations  of  us  all.  Jesus  had  re- 
jected all  three.  Have  I?  Living  with  the 
mentally  handicapped,  I  thought,  might 
enable  me  to  visibly  see  Jesus  in  those 
who  are  totally  without  power,  prestige, 
and  wealth.  Because  of  their  lack,  society 
has  rejected  them;  most  of  them  have 
lived  for  many,  many  years  in  institu- 
tions which  have  severely  wounded 
them. 

What  do  you  do?  we  ask  of  everybody 
we  encounter.  What  is  your  rank  or 
title?  How  much  money  do  you  make? 
The  questioning  is  subtle,  penetrating, 
even  though  occasionally  silent.  But  we 
do  ask  the  questions. 

What  do  /  do? 

I'm  a  pastor. 

What  is  my  rank? 

I'm  a  priest. 

How  much  money  do  I  make? 

Enough  so  that  with  archdiocesan 
pension  plans  and  health  insurance,  I 
will  never,  as  long  as  I  live,  be  in  want. 

But  with  the  mentally  retarded,  I 
learned,  it  is  far  more  important  that 
they  be  persons;  they  cannot  have  rank 
and  title;  very  seldom  do  they  have 
wealth.  Their  beauty  can  come  only  from 
the  heart,  and  they  learn  to  share  their 
hearts;  they  possess  nothing  more  than 
who  they  are.  In  the  beauty  and  sim- 


plicity of  their  poverty,  however,  they 
have  much  to  teach  all  of  us. 

So  it  was  that  I  applied  to  a  L'Arche 
Community  in  Calgary,  Alberta,  Canada, 
to  live  among  them  for  three  months: 
January,  February  and  March  of  1979. 

During  those  three  months  I  began  to 
wonder  who  really  is  handicapped;  those 
of  us  who  have  learned,  often  through 
suffering  and  rejection,  to  become  per- 
sons with  great  hearts?  or  those  of  us 
who  constantly  compete,  and  often  put 
one  another  down,  so  that  we  can  have 
more  power,  prestige,  and  wealth? 

Manual  Work  at  L'Arche 

My  experience  in  L'Arche  falls  into  sev- 
eral categories.  I  will  begin  with  work. 
Ron  is  a  most  delightful  person.  We  be- 
came very  well  acquainted  because  I 
worked  a  day  and  a  half  a  week  with 
him  at  his  job:  janitor  of  the  Alexandra 
Centre. 

Ron  is  33  years  old;  up  to  three  years 
ago  he  did  not  hold  a  regular  job.  He  had 
become  dissatisfied  with  the  sheltered 
workshops  where  he  first  got  work,  be- 
cause of  the  lack  of  concern  for  him  as  a 
person;  for  example,  he  wanted  to  grow 
a  beard  but  was  told  he  could  not;  he  had 
to  shave  it  off,  even  though  his  supervi- 
sor wore  a  beard.  Just  then  L'Arche 
was  offered  the  janitorial  services  at 
Alexandra.  People  said  that  Ron  could 
not  do  the  work  because  he  was  too  slow. 
But  with  the  daily  help  of  an  assistant 
from  L'Arche,  he  has  been  doing  an  ex- 
cellent job. 

I  was  appointed  Ron's  assistant  a  day 
and  a  half  a  week.  The  first  day  on  the 
janitorial  job  taught  me  volumes  about 
myself.  To  begin  with,  I  felt  very  anx- 
ious. Could  I  do  this  kind  of  work?  Was 
this  what  I  was  ordained  for?  What 


Home  means  children,  and  to  a  mother  one  undarned  thing  after  another 
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would  people  think  of  a  priest-janitor? 
Could  I  physically  endure  the  stress 
which  the  work  entailed?  (The  biggest 
challenge,  by  the  way,  was  the  crocodile: 
the  buffing  machine  which,  in  the  waxing 
process,  tends  to  get  out  of  control  and 
gobble  one  up. ) 

As  I  got  into  the  work,  I  recalled 
Teresa  of  Avila's  insistance  on  manual 
labor  for  her  contemplatives.  She  wrote, 
"When  I  was  sweeping  the  floor  -  during 
the  very  time  in  which  I  used  to  be  occu- 
pied with  dress  and  vanities,  but  that  now 
remembering  how  I  was  free  from  them 
-  a  new  joy  was  given  me;  so  great  that 
I  was  amazed."  What  a  marvelous  time 
manual  labor  becomes  for  prayer,  for 
singing,  for  praising  God,  and  for  just 
experiencing  peace  with  oneself.  In  the 
parish  my  time  is  usually  spent  talking 
to  people,  sharing  their  problems  at  such 
a  deep  level  of  concentration  that  little 
time  is  left  me  for  personal  reflection. 
How,  sweeping,  washing,  and  waxing,  I 
had  hours  of  time  happily  alone  with 
God. 

Intellectually,  I  have  always  recog- 
nized the  dignity  of  manual  labor.  Per- 
forming it  over  this  three-month  period 
enriched  me  with  the  lived  experience; 
as  a  consequence,  I  hope  to  appreciate 
the  value  of  every  single  person  regard- 
less of  what  he/she  is  doing  to  make  this 
a  better  world. 

Occasionally  I  cooked  dinner  at 
L'Arche,  stuffed  and  roasted  a  turkey; 
did  maintenance  around  the  house;  hung 
up  the  curtains,  and  got  handy  with 
hammer,  paint  brush,  and  plumbing 
tools  -  all  the  time  feeling  as  though  I 
were  in  a  monastery  with  time  for  sing- 
ing hymns  of  joy,  for  prayer,  and  re- 
flection. 

Now  that  I  have  returned  to  St.  Pat- 
rick's I  intend  to  incorporate  manual  la- 
bor into  my  life  as  a  priest:  dig  and  plant 
a  garden,  keep  and  maintain  bees,' and 


help  around  the  rectory.  I  will  look  for 
chances  to  work  with  my  hands,  and  sing 
with  my  heart. 

People 

A  key  concept  of  L'Arche  is  hospitality. 
I  had  never  experienced  such  hospitality 
as  I  did  there,  outside  of  St.  Patrick's 
with  its  swinging  door.  It  reminded  me  of 
our  Lord's  words  in  Luke  14,  whereby  he 
tells  us  when  we  have  a  party  to  invite 
the  poor,  the  crippled,  the  lame,  the 
blind.  That  they  cannot  pay  us  back 
means  we  are  fortunate  because  repay- 
ment will  be  made  when  the  virtuous 
rise  again.  That  concept  of  our  Lord's 
words  is  true  at  L'Arche.  People  of  all 
descriptions,  but  mostly  the  poor  and  the 
crippled  and  those  with  severe  handi- 
caps, flow  in  and  out  of  that  house. 

I  remember  Al  who  was  severely  in- 
jured in  an  automobile  accident,  but 
through  that  experience  found  a  deep  re- 
lationship with  the  Lord.  He  can  scarce- 
ly walk,  yet  he  limps  up  to  L'Arche  at 
least  once  weekly  to  visit  and  attend 
Mass.  Sherry,  who  used  to  live  in  this 
house  but  has  become  able  to  move  out 
on  her  own,  returns  regularly  -  just  to 
sit  and  sew,  saying  nothing  but  feeling 
very  much  at  home.  At  least  once  a 
week  Joseph  visits.  Joseph  is  very  emo- 
tionally disturbed  but,  he  explains,  gets 
a  sense  of  quiet  at  L'Arche  which  he  can- 
not experience  elsewhere.  Many  people 
drop  in  for  Mass.  One  night,  a  fellow 
named  Gene  who  had  never  participated 
in  a  home  Mass  before,  exclaimed,  "This 
must  be  exactly  like  it  was  in  the  early 
Church  when  the  Christians  came  to- 
gether to  pray." 

At  Villa  Marie,  the  home  where  I  was 
staying,  10  of  us  lived;  four  assistants  in- 
cluding myself,  and  six  handicapped. 
Ned,  who  had  a  sore  arm  from  falling 
on  the  ice  when  I  met  him,  taught  me 
how  to  empty  the  garbage.  Robby,  whose 
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eyes  light  up  when  one  greets  him,  was 
especially  honored  for  his  work  as  dish- 
washer at  one  of  the  hotels  downtown; 
he  received  the  award  as  the  best  em- 
ployee of  the  year  and  was  given  a  $40 
certificate.  How  pleased  he  was,  and 
how  remarkable  -  when  only  a  couple 
of  years  ago,  after  14  years  in  an  insti- 
tution, he  could  not  look  anybody  in 
the  eye.  Dotty  is  a  delightful  little  black 
girl  who  taught  me  how  to  set  the  table 
and  has  an  infectious  laugh.  Walt,  age 
19,  was  our  youngest.  He  kept  longing 
to  drive  the  car,  so  one  day  I  tried  to 
teach  him,  driving  in  the  parking  lot  of 
the  Church.  He  sent  shivers  down  my 
back  when,  after  making  an  error,  he 
simultaneously  jammed  his  foot  on  the 
brake  and  buried  his  face  in  his  hands 
on  the  steering  wheel!  At  L'Arche,  he 
was  then  in  the  process  of  learning  to 
put  away  his  toothbrush  and  comb  in 
the  morning,  and  for  that  little  task  he 
received  a  reward.  One  day,  when  I  was 
deeply  grieved  by  news  of  a  death  of  a 
loved  parishioner  in  St.  Patrick's,  Walt 
amazed  me  by  saying,  "You  are  sad. 
Come  to  the  chapel;  I  will  pray  with 
you."  Over  and  over,  during  my  stay,  I 
recognized  the  acute  sensitivity  to  feel- 
ings which  characterizes  these  people. 

Jerry  came  to  us  during  my  stay.  A 
Downs  Syndrome  baby,  he  had  been 
severely  rejected  by  his  family,  and  had 
spent  most  of  his  life  in  an  institution. 
He  became  especially  fond  of  me,  and 
loved  to  stroke  my  bald  pate  while  he 
affectionately  called  me  "Grandpa"  - 
although  he  was  43  years  old.  I  won 
Jerry's  affection,  I  believe,  when  I  took 
the  filthy  coat  in  which  he  came,  sprayed 
it  with  "Shout",  and  washed  it  -  institu- 
tions don't  think  of  little  things  like  that. 
Jerry  had  never  even  known  that  he  had 


nieces  and  nephews;  so  severely  rejected 
was  he  that  it  had  been  as  though  he  did 
not  exist.  Now  his  brother  is  visiting 
L'Arche,  and  becoming  involved. 

The  religious  faith  of  the  community 
is  very  simple;  they  have  no  great  intel- 
lectual thoughts.  One  evening,  Robby 
commented  on  Noah  and  his  ark,  em- 
phasizing how  truly  God  had  loved  and 
cared  for  Noah  and  his  animals;  in  the 
same  way,  he  said,  God  loves  each  one 
of  us,  and  we  must  love  persons  because 
God  is  leading  us  today. 

For  a  going-away  gift,  Bobby,  a  six- 
foot  man  who  is  physically  aggressive, 
yet  whose  heart  can  be  very  gentle, 
handed  me  a  drawing  of  stick  figures.  I 
showed  it  to  a  teacher  who  evaluated  it 
as  the  work  of  a  three  or  four  year  old. 
I  couldn't  believe  that  of  Bobby,  so  I 
talked  to  Pat  Lennon,  the  Director.  He 
explained  that  when  people  come  from 
homes  wherein  they  are  loved,  and  when 
they  receive  love  now,  they  are  so  emo- 
tionally balanced  that  the  intellectual  de- 
ficiency is  not  immediately  obvious.  On 
the  other  hand,  the  handicapped  who  are 
rejected  over  the  years  develop  a  wide- 
ranging  variety  of  emotional  problems. 

One  of  the  assistants  in  L'Arche  is  in 
love  with  a  friend  in  the  East.  To  her, 
Bobby  said,  "You  have  a  man  in  your 
heart!"  How  sensitive  to  sharing  the 
things  of  the  heart  these  people  are! 

In  the  other  house,  Marymount,  live 
12  persons,  including  the  five  members 
of  the  Lennon  family,  who,  with  the  in- 
spiration of  a  sister,  Jean  Vanier,  and 
most  of  all,  Jesus,  began  the  homes  in 
Calgary.  Their  life  is  a  story  in  itself  that 
hopefully  they  will  tell.  I  thank  God  for 
the  inspiration  they  were  to  me;  they 
helped  deepen  my  own  commitment  to 
the  Lord  and  His  people. 


Children  need  love,  especially  when  they  do  not  deserve  it 
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One  of  the  assistants  inspired  me  by 
his  sense  of  commitment,  too.  He  had 
lived  with  the  community  for  six  months, 
and  then  made  a  further  commitment 
for  18  months  even  though  he  fell  in 
love  with  a  woman  who  lived  in  the 
East:  he  felt  the  call  to  L'Arche  so 
strongly  he  believed  he  had  to  pursue 
that  call,  not  knowing  if  his  girl  friend 
would  follow! 

The  assistants  got  one  day  off  a  week; 
they  spend  the  rest  of  their  time  immers- 
ing themselves  in  L'Arche  so  that  the 
people  can  be  given  a  sense  of  stability 
and  of  being  truly  loved.  Paradoxically 
it  is  the  handicapped  persons  who  often 
become  the  stable  ones,  welcoming  the 
rest  of  us  as  we  come  and  go. 

Simplicity  of  Life 

The  choice  of  a  simple  life-style  in  mod- 
ern society  is  extremely  difficult  to  live 
out.  I  saw  L'Arche  truly  endeavoring  to 
do  that. 

We  ate  very  simply;  in  fact,  we  used  a 
cookbook  called  More  for  Less,  put  out 
by  the  Mennonites.  One  month  we  tot- 
alled up  costs:  food  had  come  to  98 
cents  per  person  a  day.  The  idea  is  to 
live  as  the  early  Christians  did,  sharing 
all  things  in  common,  so  that  nobody 
has  more  than  the  least.  During  my 
months,  we  ate  out  only  once  as  a  com- 
munity, and  then  in  a  pizza  parlor  be- 
cause it  costs  a  fortune  to  feed  23  people 
in  a  restaurant. 

The  deeper  meaning  of  poverty  of 
spirit  is  evident  as  an  awareness  of  com- 
plete and  utter  dependence  upon  the 
mercy  of  a  loving  and  provident  father. 

Coming  back  to  St.  Patrick's,  I  have 
determined  to  live  more  simply  and  not 
to  take  any  more  salary  than  the  least 
in  our  rectory  household  so  that  to  some 


degree  I  experience  the  level  of  living  as 
the  rest.  Intentionally,  I  did  not  take  my 
car  to  L'Arche,  so  that  I  could  sense  a 
different  mode  of  transportation;  now 
I  realize  that  many  times  I  can  get  along 
with  the  bus. 

My  comprehension  of  "Blessed  are 
the  poor  in  spirit"  grew  in  L'Arche  as  I 
experienced  the  humility  of  people  who 
have  nothing  but  the  grace  of  God.  I  be- 
came more  aware  of  the  richness  of  each 
one  of  us  in  that  we  are  gifted  in  God's 
own  image  and  likeness.  In  the  mentally 
handicapped  that  image  generally  goes 
unrecognized  because  people  won't  get 
close  enough  to  see  it.  Poverty  of  spirit 
means  that  we  ourselves  are  so  truly  poor 
that  only  in  God  can  we  find  our  rich- 
ness. That  knowledge  leads  us  to  praise 
and  thanks  -  words  often  on  my  lips  in 
L'Arche. 

Community 

In  Calgary  I  met  two  loving  women, 
Stella  and  Betty,  both  Episcopalians, 
whose  little  church  of  St.  Clement,  num- 
bering only  35  members,  is  responsible 
together  for  a  large  number  of  the  men- 
tally handicapped.  Betty  and  her  hus- 
band, for  example,  have  six  living  with 
them,  now  that  they  have  raised  their 
own  children.  Stella  and  her  husband 
have  two.  Both  indicated  that  it  was 
through  their  experience  of  God's  love 
that  they,  in  turn,  are  able  to  reach  out 
to  the  service  of  others.  Betty  is  in  her 
late  forties,  Stella  is  in  her  early  fifties, 
and  both  are  ready  and  willing  to  start 
second  families,  knowing  they  have  the 
support  of  their  church  and  their  God. 
Other  families  within  the  parish  have  of- 
fered their  help  when  the  going  gets 
rough  and  they  need  outside  support. 
When  the  disciples  asked  Jesus  where 


A  tongue  three  inches,  long  can  kill  a  man  six  feet  high 
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He  lived,  His  response  was,  "Come  and 
see."  I  believe  He  is  calling  all  of  us  to  a 
deeper  awareness  of  hospitality,  of  in- 
viting people  to  come  in,  if  we  are  to  be 
like  Jesus.  Truly,  we  need  small  commu- 
nities within  the  larger  parish  commu- 
nity. In  L'Arche  I  had  a  sense  of  belong- 
ing to  one  of  those  small  communities. 
I  became  more  convinced  than  ever  that 
a  viable  parish  needs  many  small  com- 
munities of  love  where  people  can  pray 
and  share  life  intimately  together. 

Forgiveness  -  Roots 

Those  little  people  who  have  experienced 
rejection  throughout  their  lives  suffer 
from  emotional  problems  as  a  result. 
Those  -  very  few  -  who  have  been  ac- 
cepted and  loved  within  their  families  do 
not  display  emotional  problems.  Ron, 
whom  I  assisted  with  janitorial  work,  was 
well  put  together.  One  morning  Edward, 
who  has  a  terrible  temper,  beat  on  Ron. 
On  and  off,  Ron  talked  to  me  about  it 
all  day.  The  following  morning,  after 
two  hours  of  work,  I  had  to  leave  to 
offer  Mass.  "What  do  you  want  me  to 
pray  for?"  I  asked  Ron.  "Edward,"  he 
responded  promptly,  "that  he  may  con- 
trol his  temper."  Ron  expressed  total 
forgiveness;  he  bore  no  animosity. 

One  weekend  I  took  Pat  Lennon's 
place  so  that  he  could  take  time  off  with 
his  wife,  Jo.  Both  were  deeply  concerned 
about  Bobby  who  had  caused  difficulties 
every  time  they  were  away.  Generally, 
they  left  him  with  his  brother  -  but  his 
brother  was  going  to  be  out  of  town  also. 
So  I  told  them  I  thought  Bobby  and  I 
would  get  along  fine  -  which  we  did.  The 
problem  arose  Saturday  night  when  one 
of  the  other  men  in  the  community  drank 
a  little  too  much  beer  and  decided  to 
cause  some  turmoil.  He  upset  a  lot  of 


things  in  the  house  including  hamburger 
patties  in  the  refrigerator,  which  were 
scattered  all  over  the  place.  Then,  when 
we  rushed  off  to  Mass  on  Sunday  morn- 
ing, I  spent  time  with  those  of  the  group 
who  needed  some  shepherding.  I  was 
the  only  one  to  do  it.  In  talking  to  them  I 
found  no  sense  of  animosity  or  bitter- 
ness. Rather,  I  encountered  a  sensitivity 
to  the  problem  of  the  young  man  be- 
cause of  his  rejection  by  his  mother  who 
had  told  him  over  and  over  again  that  he 
was  "no  damn  good."  My  little  group 
understood  that  kind  of  rejection,  and 
could  accept  him  in  his  striking  out  at 
this  time.  Later  on,  all  of  the  commu- 
nity shared  their  feelings  of  wanting  to 
keep  him  so  they  might  help  him,  and 
work  through  his  problems  with  him. 
Abiding  with  me  are  the  sense  of  ac- 
ceptance and  willingness  to  forgive 
which  I  saw  over  and  over  in  this  com- 
munity. 

I  came  to  know  Jesus  better  in 
L'Arche:  His  universal  love,  humility, 
meekness,  littleness,  forgiveness.  I  thank 
God  for  that  privilege. 

Throughout  my  three  months,  I  kept 
coming  back  to  the  idea  of  putting  down 
roots  -  and  I  knew  my  roots  were  not  in 
L'Arche.  I  kept  thinking  of  St.  Patrick's 
as  home,  and  looked  forward  to  return- 
ing to  my  roots  there.  Nevertheless,  I 
shed  tears  when  I  said  farewell  to  all  the 
beautiful  people  in  Calgary's  L'Arche 
Communities  whom  I  had  come  to  know 
so  well. 

My  sabbatical  was  live-giving,  inspir- 
ing, tremendous.  I  will  never  forget 
L'Arche.  May  what  I  have  learned  there 
inspire  me  always. 

And  -  I  was  glad  to  get  back  to 
Seattle,  to  pick  up  my  shepherding  as 
pastor  again.  □ 


It  isn't  always  ability  that  counts  -  it's  pliability 
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"Charm  is  deceptive  and 
beauty  fleeting; 
the  woman  who  fears  the 
Lord  is  to  be  praised. 
Give  her  a  reward  of  her 
labors, 
and  let  her  works  praise 
her  at  the  city  gates." 

Proverbs  31:31 


MARGARET  SKARLICKI,  R.N. 

After  many  weeks  of  suffering  following  a  car  accident  last  October, 
Margaret  Skarlicki  died  in  Royal  Alexandra  Hospital  in  Edmonton. 

Margaret  Skarlicki  was  a  graduate  of  the  Misericordia  Hospital 
School  of  Nursing  in  1946.  She  was  Valedictorian  for  her  class  and 
also  the  recipient  of  the  Misericordia  Alumni  first  scholarship  in  post- 
graduate nursing  at  St.  Michael's  Hospital,  Toronto. 

Margaret  joined  the  staff  of  Our  Lady's  Hospital  in  Vilna,  Alberta, 
which  was  operated  by  the  Sisters  of  Service.  Here  she  met  and  mar- 
ried Henry  Skarlicki  and  they  became  the  parents  of  five  daughters 
and  two  sons.  Margaret  returned  to  nursing  and  in  1970  she  was 
named  Director  of  Nursing  in  the  Vilna  Hospital,  a  position  she  held 
until  her  fatal  accident  last  October. 

Margaret's  legacy  to  us  is  the  beautiful  memories  of  her  life  which 
will  live  on  for  those  who  had  the  good  fortune  to  have  met  and 
known  her. 

Brig  id  Knopic,  S.O.S. 


On  Duty  Every  Night 

WILLIAM  R.  CASH 
Boston  Sunday  Globe  Staff 


Agnes  Reilly  of  Boston,  with  spark- 
ling eyes  and  a  colorful  Irish  brogue, 
walked  into  Youville  Hospital  in  Cam- 
bridge 10  years  ago  and  into  the  hearts 
of  patients  and  administration  alike. 

Since  that  first  visit,  Agnes,  who  ad- 
mits to  being  a  senior  citizen  but  won't 
disclose  her  age,  has  spent  seven  nights 
a  week  as  a  volunteer  at  the  rehabilita- 
tion and  chronic  disease  hospital,  in- 
volving herself  in  the  lives  of  patients 
who  are  chronically  ill  and  physically 
disabled. 

She  also  works  full  time  as  a  house- 
keeping aide  at  Massachusetts  General 
Hospital,  where  she  has  been  for  the 
past  14  years. 

Agnes'  dedication  to  the  sick  began 
when  she  visited  a  friend  who  was  a  pa- 
tient at  Youville. 

She  "helped  out,"  mostly  feeding  pa- 
tients, for  nearly  two  months  before  a 
nurse  suggested  she  become  a  volunteer. 

"That's  truly  how  it  all  started,"  said 
the  four-foot-two,  quiet  and  unassuming 
native  of  County  Galway,  Ireland. 

Asked  why  she  has  a  devotion  for  the 
sick,  when  she  could  be  retired  and  en- 


joying life,  Agnes  said,  "I  love  the  sick 
and  I'd  do  anything  for  them." 

Before  coming  to  Boston,  she  lived  in 
Canada  for  many  years.  There  she  was  a 
volunteer  at  a  home  for  elderly  where  no 
volunteer  program  existed.  She  became 
a  regular  visitor  to  the  patients,  a  prac- 
tice she  continued  each  Christmas,  after 
coming  to  Boston. 

Shortly  after  her  husband  died  in 
1964,  Agnes  became  seriously  ill. 

"I  promised  God,  if  He  made  me  well 
again,  I  would  devote  all  my  remaining 
time  to  others.  I've  kept  my  word.  A  pro- 
mise is  a  promise,"  she  said. 

Recently  Agnes,  who  may  take  a  day 
off  once  a  month,  was  honored  by  You- 
ville at  a  special  tea.  Next  month,  she 
will  be  honored  again,  during  National 
Volunteer  Week,  this  time  by  the  Volun- 
tary Action  Center  of  Boston,  with  a 
plaque  in  recognition  of  her  service. 

Youville  Hospital  volunteer  director 
Joanne  Haskell  said  Agnes  has  accumu- 
lated the  most  hours  among  volunteers, 
last  year  more  than  1400. 

"She  is  really  a  selfless  person  and  en- 
joys doing  things  for  people  without  re- 
cognition," Haskell  added. 

Agnes  said,  "I  don't  have  too  much 
time  to  myself,  but  I'm  happy  at  what 
I'm  doing." 

She  does  her  own  hair  so  as  not  to  take 
any  time  away  from  patients.  Her  devo- 
tion and  commitment  to  patients  does 
not  always  end  with  their  stay  at  You- 
ville. Much  to  the  amazement  of  hospi- 
tal personnel,  Agnes  often  visits  them 
on  the  outside. 


Ed.'s  Note:  Agnes  Reilly  was  well- 
known  to  the  Sisters  of  Service  and 
girls  at  our  Residence  on  Dorches- 
ter St.,  Montreal,  from  the  time  of 
her  arrival  from  Ireland  until  her 
exodus  to  the  U.S.A. 
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Agnes  Reilly 
at  Youville  Hospital 
March  13  ,1979 


Copyright  Boston  Globe 


One  man  was  transferred  to  a  Cam- 
bridge nursing  home  -  she  visited  him 
week  ends. 

"He  likes  a  good  cigar,"  Agnes  said, 
adding,  "People  are  lonely  in  nursing 
homes.  If  you  just  drop  in  and  say  hello 
...  it  means  a  lot  to  them." 

Agnes  gets  much  mail  from  patients 
and  their  families.  They  send  her  gifts  in 
gratitude  for  her  thoughtfulness. 

Hospital  personnel  say  one  reason  for 
the  gratitude  by  patients'  kin  is  because 
they  know  when  they  can't  visit,  Agnes 
will. 

One  of  Agnes'  coveted  awards  is  the 
"Person  of  the  Year"  citation  from  radio 
station  WITS.  She  garnered  5,300  votes 
to  beat  out  Arthur  Fiedler,  Carl  Yaz- 


strzemski,  Thomas  Marr  of  the  99  Res- 
taurants, noted  for  his  fund-raising  ef- 
forts for  local  charities,  and  Paul  Sulli- 
van, director  of  Pine  Street  Inn.  Thous- 
ands who  only  heard  of  Agnes  and  her 
work  through  stories  of  others,  voted  for 
her. 

"That  Agnes  won  is  a  tribute  to  all 
people  who  volunteer  out  of  love  for  and 
commitment  to  their  work,"  Haskell 
said. 

Agnes  has  no  plans  to  retire  from 
volunteer  work  and  "will  continue  at 
Youville,  because  of  my  love  for  the  sick 
and  for  anything  I  can  do  for  them."  □ 

Reprinted  with  permision  of 
The  Boston  Globe. 
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Thank  you, 
Canada! 

Evelyn  Tunney,  S.O.S. 


American  expressions  of  gratitude  to 
Canada  for  the  successful 
removal  of  American  hostages  from 
Iran  terrorists  have  been  varied. 

The  Greyhound  Lines  with  their 
"Thank  You  Canada"  pass  for  30  days 
travel  in  the  United  States  for  the  sum 
of  $99  was  one  way  Canadians 
benefited. 

About  the  time  this  plan  was  first 
advertised,  I  received  notice  of  a  three- 
day  Hispanic  Communication  Skills 
Workshop  to  be  held  at  San  Jose  Col- 


lege in  San  Antonio,  Texas,  from 
April  22nd  to  the  24th.  By  taking  this 
opportunity  I  could  extend  my  travelling 
time  and  visit  and  see  some  of  the 
beauties  of  America. 


Some  Highlights 

I  now  share  with  you  some  of  the 
highlights  of  my  "Thank  You  Canada" 
journey. 

There  is  a  Legend  of  the  Dogwood, 
that  at  the  time  of  the  Crucifixion  the 
dogwood  had  been  the  size  of  the  oak 
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and  other  forest  trees.  So  firm  and 
strong  was  the  tree  that  it  was  chosen 
as  the  timber  for  the  cross.  The  tree 
was  greatly  distressed  at  this,  and  Jesus 
nailed  upon  it,  sensed  this.  In  his 
gentle  pity  for  all  sorrow  and  suffering 
He  said  to  it:  "Because  of  your  regret 
and  pity  for  My  suffering,  never  again 
shall  the  dogwood  tree  grow  large 
enough  to  be  used  as  a  cross.  Hence- 
forth it  shall  be  slender  and  bent  and 
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twisted  and  its  blossoms  shall  be  in  the 
form  of  a  cross  .  .  .  two  long  and  two 
short  petals.  And  in  the  centre  of  the 
outer  edge  of  each  petal  there  will  be 
nail  prints,  brown  with  rust  and  stained 
with  red,  and  in  the  centre  of  the 
flower  will  be  a  crown  of  thorns,  and  all 
who  see  it  will  remember." 

I  arrived  in  Knoxville,  Tenn.,  during 
the  Dogwood  Festival  time,  and  saw 
the  beauty  of  this  tree  and  also  during 
a  tour  to  the  Christus  Gardens  at 
Gatlinburg,  and  on  through  the  Great 
Smoky  Mountains,  Newfound  Gap, 
Clingman's  Dome,  Oconaluftee  on  to 
Cherokee  in  North  Carolina  to  the 
Pioneer  Farmstead.  I  was  rather  struck 
by  a  bronze  plaque  on  the  roadside  near 
the  house.  Here  was  listed  the  directions 
of  a  pioneer  mother  to  her  daugher 
on  how  to  wash  the  clothes.  The  steps 
were  numbered  and  finished  up  with 
the  disposition  of  the  water;  cleaning  up 
the  laundry,  and  finally  the  "wash- 
woman" with  the  final  advice  to  take  a 
rest  after  she  had  washed  and  refreshed 
herself. 

Attended  Mass 

Sunday  morning,  after  checking  my 
baggage  to  San  Antonio,  I  enquired 
about  a  Catholic  church  where  I  could 
attend  Mass.  A  gentleman  approached 
me,  showed  me  his  identification,  and 
said  he  was  an  Episcopalian  minister.  He 
had  overheard  my  enquiry  and  said  that 
he  would  be  pleased  to  drive  me  to 
church.  That  I  appreciated  and  did  not 
mind  the  walk  back  to  the  depot,  a 
distance  of  10  blocks,  after  Mass. 

Enroute  to  San  Antonio  we  passed 
through  Nashville,  Memphis,  Little 
Rock,  Jackson,  Dallas  and  Austin.  It 
was  about  4:00  p.m.  on  Monday 
afternoon  when  I  arrived  in  San  Jose 
College. 

The  Workshop  opened  at  9:00  a..m. 
with  no  lost  time  between  sessions. 


Vantage  point 


Enroute  to  California 


Pirate's  training  pool,  Marineland 

15 


While  most  of  the  talks  were  in  English, 
interpretation  equipment  was  available 
if  needed.  Almost  everyone  spoke 
English  and  Spanish  fluently.  These 
sessions  were  interesting  as  well  as 
helpful. 

Wednesday  evening  a  chartered  bus 
drove  us  to  the  San  Antonio  Festival. 
Crowded  "S.R.O."  -  so  four  of  us  de- 
cided to  stay  together  which  we  did 
going  around  the  grounds,  hand-in-hand. 
With  me  was  a  married  lady  and  two 
ministers  of  the  Evangelical  Church 
(this  was  an  Interfaith  Workshop). 
Though  one  of  the  ministers  was  missing 
from  our  group,  we  finally  met  before 
proceeding  to  our  bus  pickup  place  at 
the  pre-arranged  time  of  10:30. 

I  wanted  to  see  a  little  of  San  Antonio 
so  I  stayed  over  until  Friday.  I  visited 
the  Alamo  and  when  heading  for  the 
bleachers  to  see  the  Battle  of  Flowers 
Parade  I  saw  "Miss  Dominion  of 
Canada"  in  front  of  me.  I  introduced 


myself  and  she  said  she  was  a  guest  at  a 
reception  honoring  Kenneth  Taylor, 
Canadian  Ambassador  to  Iran.  I  met 
another  lady  who  asked  me  if  I  was 
a  Sister  of  Service,  and  told  me  that 
she  had  gone  to  Vancouver  from  her 
home  in  Australia.  She  lived  at  the 
Girls'  Residence  and  particularly  re- 
membered Sister  Eileen  Gallagher. 

Then  I  was  travelling  west  again  - 
El  Paso,  N.M.,  Tucson,  Ariz.,  and 
Phoenix,  and  on  through  the  day  and 
night  until  I  reached  Los  Angeles,  and 
finally  Santa  Anna,  arriving  on  Sunday, 
where  I  was  met  by  a  niece. 

A  Super  Day! 

While  in  California  I  enjoyed  very 
much  my  trips  to  Marineland  and 
Knott's  Berry  Farm.  I'll  let  the  pictures 
speak  for  themselves.  Then  there  was 
the  tour  through  the  Queen  Mary.  I  left 
on  Thursday  for  Flagstaff,  Arizona, 
arriving  Friday  morning  just  in  time  to 
board  the  Greyhound  for  the  Grand 
Canyon.  This  was  truly  a  super  day, 
even  weatherwise.  It's  something  you 
have  to  see  for  yourself. 

I  was  quite  convenient  to  the  Newman 
Centre  and  attended  the  Sunday  Vigil 
Mass  as  I  was  leaving  Sunday,  this  time 
headed  eastward  through  the  Painted 
Desert,  Petrified  Forest,  Alberquerque, 
Amarillo,  Oklahoma  City,  Tulsa, 
St.  Louis,  Chicago  and  Detroit,  where 
I  was  met  by  my  nephew  and  visited 
with  him  and  his  family  before  pro- 
ceeding on  to  Toronto. 

During  my  travels  I  met  many  Cana- 
dians also  travelling  on  a  "Thank  You 
Canada"  pass  -  from  Toronto,  Ottawa, 
Hamilton,  Morrisburg,  Waterloo  -  and 
they  were  happy  and  pleasant  com- 
panions. 

Passing  through  Tucson  we  saw  what 
appeared  to  be  a  motor  accident  -  two 
ambulances,  four  police  cars,  a  bashed- 
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up  car  being  hauled  away  and  another 
wreck.  And  as  usual,  a  crowd  of 
onlookers.  Then  we  saw  the  cameramen 
and  knew  we  were  witnessing  a  movie 
in  the  making.  And  at  a  stop  we  saw  a 
man  looking  in  the  garbage  for  food. 
This  was  a  pathetic  case,  so  my  com- 
panion (from  Toronto)  felt  sorry  for 
him  and  got  out  of  the  bus  and  gave  him 
money.  He  was  amazed,  pocketed  the 
money  and  turned  once  again  to  the 


garbage.  We  felt  that  as  he  looked  so 
scared  when  addressed  that  perhaps 
nobody  ever  spoke  to  him.  Louise  was 
sorry  she  had  not  given  him  the  fruit 
she  had  with  her. 

I  conclude  now  with  thanks  to  Canada 
(Mr.  Taylor  and  staff),  Greyhound 
Lines,  my  travelling  companions,  hosts 
and  hostesses,  my  community  -  and 
God  -  for  making  this  such  a  memorable 
journey.  □ 


The  Abbey  as  an  Ideal 

A  Way  of  Life  and  Labor  and  Love 


By  Daniel  Mothersill* 


In  a  room  of  rough-hewn  pine,  seven 
ropes  hang  through  the  ceiling. 
Through  a  small  hatchway  climb  seven 
monks,  each  one  arranging  himself  in 
silence  beside  a  rope.  High  above,  at- 
tached to  giant  wheels,  seven  bells  of 
forged  iron  yawn  indifferently  at  the 
brooding  sky. 

On  a  signal  each  monk  clenches  in 
succession  the  hand  grip  on  his  rope 
and  wrestles  it  downwards.  Each  bell 
swings  through  a  360-degree  arc,  allow- 
ing the  clapper  to  stroke  its  full  weight 
against  the  side.  With  practiced  skill  the 
monks  work  the  bells  into  permutations 
and  combinations  that  produce  a  long 
pattern  of  notes.  With  the  precision  of  a 
canticle,  the  chimes  thunder  over  the 
cloisters  and  down  into  the  low  flatlands 
of  the  Fraser  Valley  of  British  Columbia. 

The  bells  are  almost  a  metaphor  for 
the  building  storm.  Steam  rises  from 
cattle  huddled  against  the  rain  in  a  near- 
by field.  The  hemlocks  hiss  in  anxious 
whispers.  A  kilometre  below  the  monas- 
tery, in  the  town  of  Mission,  a  scurrying 
figures  glances  up  at  the  bell  tower.  The 
monks  of  Westminster  Abbey  are  at 
prayer. 

Five  minutes  after  they  have  begun, 
and  on  cue,  the  bells  are  silenced.  The 
monks  leave  aside  this  old  craft  of 


change  ringing  to  answer  an  even  more 
ancient  calling.  Through  the  cloisters 
and  into  a  sparse  chapel,  they  join  20  of 
their  brethren  in  facing  choir  stalls.  As 
they  will  do  several  more  times  during 
the  day  and  as  monks  have  done  for  15 
centuries,  the  Benedictines  of  Westmin- 
ster begin  to  chant  the  Psalms:  "I  will 
bless  Yahweh  at  all  times,  his  praise  shall 
be  on  my  lips  continually." 

Radically  Different  Life 

Even  to  the  most  casual  observer,  theirs 
is  a  life  radically  different  from  that  of 
the  world  -  something  from  the  past, 
alien,  echoing  loudly  of  antiquity.  It  is 
a  life  of  discipline  and  daily  prayer,  of 
austerity  and  humility  and  deference  to 
a  rule  and  to  an  abbot.  In  their  long 
history,  monasteries  have  been  closed 
by  the  Reformed  Church  and  renewed 
from  within.  They  have  been  hated  and 
venerated,  and  they  have  endured.  For 
it  seems  that  the  monastery  and  its  way 
of  life  touch  a  faint-sounding  chord  deep 
within  the  human  spirit. 

Yet  trying  to  understand  fully  the 
monastic  way  of  life  is  a  little  like  at- 
tempting to  embrace  the  wind.  Monasti- 
cism  is,  at  best,  elusive.  Fortunately  its 
history  is  not.  The  monastery  began  in 
Egypt,  in  the  delta  country  of  the  Nile, 
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where  a  young  farmer  named  Anthony 
took  literally  the  words  of  Christ:  "If 
you  will  be  perfect  go,  sell  all  thou  hast 
and  give  it  to  the  poor,  and  come,  follow 
me."  He  went  alone  to  the  desert  in 
A.D.  271  at  the  age  of  20  and  began  a 
life  of  prayer  and  menial  labor.  Thous- 
ands followed,  and  monasticism  spread 
gradually  and  sporadically  from  Egypt  to 
Italy,  through  Gaul  until,  by  the  rise  of 
Charlemagne  in  770,  monasteries  could 
be  found  as  far  north  as  England,  Wales 
and  Ireland. 

With  their  facilities  for  reading,  paint- 
ing, and  writing  they  became  centres  of 
European  culture  and  were  the  forerun- 
ners of  the  modern  university.  Callig- 
raphy and  illumination  were  common 
and  without  them  much  of  Latin  litera- 
ture would  have  disappeared  during  the 
Dark  Ages. 

Until  the  11th  century,  monastic  ord- 
ers in  the  West  were  Benedictine.  Then, 
in  1098,  a  new  group,  the  Cistercians, 
wanting  to  adopt  a  simpler,  more  austere 
form  of  monasticism,  while  keeping  the 
same  precepts,  built  a  small  house  in  the 
swamps  near  Citeaux,  France.  For  the 
first  time  they  permitted  lay  brothers  as 
well  as  priests.  They  chose  a  white 
habit  (in  contrast  to  the  black  cassocks 
of  the  Benedictines)  and  flourished,  fan- 
ning out  from  Citeaux  to  the  Baltic 
lands,  Poland,  and  Germany,  to  Italy, 
Spain,  the  Low  Countries,  Scandinavia, 
England,  Scotland,  and  Ireland.  While 
the  monasteries  of  the  black  monks  were 
individualistic  in  style,  those  of  the  Cis- 
tercians were  blueprints  of  uniformity. 
Nine  centuries  later,  the  differences  be- 
tween the  two  still  hold. 

First  Monastery  in  Canada,  1881 

During  the  Reformation  monasticism 
declined,  and  it  wasn't  until  the  late  19th 
century  that  it  began  to  revive.  Yet  in 
the  70  years  between  1890  and  1960, 
Benedictine  and  Cistercian  monasteries 


doubled,  and  the  movement  came  to 
Canada.  The  first  permanent  monastery 
was  built  in  1881,  in  the  small  village  of 
Oka,  near  Montreal,  by  a  group  of  white 
monks  from  Bellefontaine  in  France. 
During  the  next  century  14  more  Cis- 
tercian and  Benedictine  monasteries  for 
men  and  women  were  built,  in  New 
Brunswick,  Quebec,  Ontario,  Manitoba, 
Saskatchewan  and,  of  course,  in  Mission, 
British  Columbia. 

* 

In  the  visitors'  parlor  at  Westminster, 
Abbot  Eugene  Medved  lowers  his  ample 
frame  comfortably  into  a  high-backed 
chair.  He  was  elected  to  his  post  some 
27  years  ago  by  his  brother  monks  and 
retains  the  position  for  life.  On  his  left 
hand  he  wears  a  gold  ring  and  around 
his  shoulders  hangs  a  crosier.  On  special 
occasions  a  mitre  is  placed  on  his  head, 
the  symbol  of  his  authority.  In  earlier 
times,  like  all  abbots,  Medved  ex- 
ercised absolute  power  over  the  affairs 
of  the  cloister,  the  seminary,  and  the 
farm.  He  ruled  on  most  matters,  both 
major  and  minor,  affecting  the  life  of  the 
house.  But  since  the  reforms  of  Vati- 
can II,  the  winds  of  democracy  have 
wafted  through  the  monastery  and  there 
is  more  debate  and  voting  on  issues  of 
importance  -  issues,  that  is,  that  haven't 
been  handed  down  in  the  Rule. 

The  Rule  is  an  ancient  document, 
written  by  St.  Benedict  at  his  monastery 
of  Monte  Cassino  in  Italy  some  1,500 
years  ago.  Father  Abbot  explains  that 
the  Rule  is  simply  an  application  of  the 
counsels  and  commands  of  Christ  to  the 
monastic  life.  In  73  chapters  it  deter- 
mines such  things  as  how  the  brethren 
are  to  sleep,  at  what  hours  meals  should 
be  taken,  the  clothes  and  shoes  of  the 
monks,  and  even  in  what  order  the 
Psalms  are  to  be  said.  But  those,  Medved 
insists,  are  just  household  regulations 
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and,  producing  a  translation  of  the  text, 
he  begins  to  read  with  reverence  and  de- 
light from  Chapter  4,  on  the  instruments 
of  good  works.  "In  the  first  place  to  love 
the  Lord  God  with  the  whole  heart,  and 
whole  soul,  the  whole  strength,"  he  in- 
tones. "Then  love  one's  neighbor  as  one- 
self. To  deny  oneself  in  order  to  follow 
Christ.  To  chastise  the  body.  Not  to  be- 
come attached  to  pleasure.  To  relieve 
the  poor.  To  help  the  troubled  .  .  ."  The 
litany  continues  for  some  minutes.  Then 
Medved  stops  and  leans  forward,  a  quiet 
fire  in  his  eyes,  as  if  he's  just  caught  sight 
of  a  familiar  vision.  "How  relevant  that 
is  to  the  world,"  he  says. 

Puffing  Jogger 

Outside,  Father  Basil  Foote,  redfaced 
and  wearing  a  sweat-stained  jogging  suit, 
puffs  past  the  window.  A  half-hour  later, 
after  showering  and  putting  on  his  black 
Cassock  -  mended  in  several  places  -  he 
is  making  coffee  in  the  guest-house  kitch- 
en. He  is  solid  and  tough-looking,  and  is 
the  monastery  choir  master  and  organist, 
with  several  degrees  from  the  Royal 
Conservatory  of  Music.  He  is  also  the 
leader  of  a  barbershop  quartet.  Foote 
pours  the  boiling  water  into  cups,  grabs 
a  fistful  of  cookies  from  a  jar  marked 
"Thou  shalt  not  steal,"  and  lights  up  his 
pipe. 

He  says  that  the  most  difficult  thing 
about  being  a  monk  is  in  struggling 
with  himself.  "It's  the  realization  of  liv- 
ing with  one's  limitations,  which  one 
doesn't  notice  at  the  outset  of  religious 
life." 

But  he  goes  on,  more  than  personal 
doubts  are  prompting  long  reflections 
among  the  monks.  The  history  of  monas- 
tic life  is  a  continuing  rhythm  of  de- 
cline and  renewal,  a  struggle  between 
laxity  and  zeal.  However,  for  more  than 
a  decade  now  something  unforeseeable 
has  been  taking  place.  Ideals  of  priestly 
celibacy,  penances,  and  austerity  have 
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been  questioned  by  many  Catholics.  The 
ensuing  turmoil  caused  an  exodus  of 
men  and  women  of  all  ages  from  all  re- 
ligious orders. 

"We  may  have  to  suffer  for  a  time,  and 
get  along  with  a  few  members,"  Foote 
says,  "But  this  is  something  in  God's 
hands.  You're  not  dealing  with  a  U.S. 
Army  recruiting  service.  You  are  dealing 
with  a  vocation,  a  very  individual  thing." 
He  reflects  for  a  moment,  sucking  on  his 
pipe  as  if  he  were  drawing  nourishment. 
"You  know,  we  are  going  to  get  more 
vocations  to  the  monastic  life  when  I  am 
a  better  monk.  Because  as  far  as  I  am 
concerned  I  am  monasticism  to  anybody 
with  whom  I  come  in  contact."  This  is  a 
view,  it  seems,  shared  by  many  of  the 
brethren,  and  it  has  apparently  paid  off, 
not  only  for  Westminster,  which  has  two 
novitiates,  but  for  monasteries  through- 
out the  country. 

In  greater  numbers  they  are  seeking 
the  monastic  life  from  a  variety  of  back- 
grounds. Some  have  been  lawyers  or 
businessmen,  others  have  worked  in  fac- 
tories, still  others  have  doctorates  in  phi- 
losophy, a  few  are  widowers.  Vocations, 
it  would  appear,  are  not  determined  by 
profession. 

3,000  Visitors 

The  attraction  to  monasticism,  however, 
is  not  confined  to  possible  candidates. 
Last  year  alone,  more  than  3,000  people, 
Catholics  and  non-Catholics,  came  to 
the  abbey's  45-room  guest  house,  seeking 
peace  and  counselling  and  a  chance  to 
pray.  Several  monks  are  assigned  as  tour 
guides,  showing  the  curious  and  the 
devout  through  the  seminary,  the  lib- 
rary, the  barns  (where  the  monks  raise 
chickens  and  cows  and  pigs),  the  flower 
gardens,  and  along  the  trails  that  mean- 
der through  the  dozens  of  acres  of  wood- 
ed hills. 


Through  those  hills  and  across  the 
Rocky  Mountains,  on  a  knoll  that  rises 
just  above  the  din  of  Calgary's  down- 
town traffic,  is  the  tiny  Monastery  of  the 
Precious  Blood.  The  congregation  is  Can- 
ada's first  contemplative  order,  and  has 
its  roots  in  St.  Hyacinth,  Que.,  founded 
there  in  1861  by  Catherine  Aurelia 
Caouette.  The  daughter  of  a  blacksmith, 
Caouette  felt  the  world  was  a  little  short 
on  prayer.  So  she  found  a  secluded  cot- 
tage, gathered  around  her  three  nuns  and 
began  praying  for  the  needs  of  others. 
Today  the  Precious  Blood  sisters  have 
30  English  and  French-speaking  monas- 
teries in  Canada,  the  United  States,  and 
Japan.  Technically  they  are  not  monas- 
tic, in  the  sense  that  the  order  doesn't 
follow  the  Rule  of  St.  Benedict,  nor  do 
its  members  take  a  vow  to  live  in  one 
monastery  for  their  entire  life.  But  the 
similarities  outweigh  the  differences.  All 
their  work  takes  place  in  the  house;  they 
observe  set  periods  of  silence;  and  they 
say  the  Divine  Office,  the  official  prayer 
of  the  Catholic  Church,  based  on  the 
Psalms. 

"Oh,  we  have  a  lot  of  non-Christians 
who  stay  with  us,"  says  Sister  Linda 
Thompson,  the  34-year-old  superior. 
"We've  got  a  nice  Pope,  and  nobody 
really  seems  to  mind  all  the  Catholics  in 
the  place."  And  then  she  laughs  (con- 
templative nuns  seem  to  do  a  lot  of  that) 
and  gives  as  an  example  a  Canadian 
Indian,  who  regularly  spends  a  few  days 
in  the  monastery.  "She  has  no  desire  to 
become  a  Catholic,"  Thompson  says. 
"But  still  she  feels  very  much  in  tune 
with  the  spirit  of  the  house." 

Downright  Crowded 

"Visitors?"  asks  Father  Allen  Charnon, 
somewhat  incredulously.  "Do  we  have 
visitors?  Many  weekends  we're  stuffing 
70  or  more  people  into  a  retreat  house 
built  for  fewer  than  60.  We  have  school 
children  and  Anglican  priests  and  Chris- 


tian Reformed  laymen  and  Lutheran 
ministers,  and  during  the  summer  as 
many  as  3,000  people  come  here  for 
Sunday  pilgrimages.  It  gets  downright 
crowded  sometimes."  Charnon  is  the 
prior  at  Marylake,  an  Augustinian  mon- 
astery on  the  outskirts  of  King  City  near 
Toronto.  And  despite  the  800  acres,  a 
large  monastery  housing  30  friars,  and 
a  retreat  centre,  Charnon  is  sometimes 
faced  with  a  logistical  nightmare  of  try- 
ing to  find  enough  accommodation.  Each 
year,  an  estimated  10,000  people  come 
to  Marylake  for  a  retreat  -  a  weekend  of 
lectures,  conferences,  counselling,  and 
prayer. 

Charnon  is  a  dynamic  priest  in  his 
early  forties,  with  a  vice-grip  handshake 
and  a  ready  laugh,  and  he  sums  up  the 
meaning  of  a  retreat  in  one  word  -  es- 
cape. Many  people,  he  argues,  are  em- 
barrassed by  the  idea  of  escape,  thinking 
that  they  must  always  be  strong.  "All  we 
really  do  here  is  help  our  visitors  to  be 
quiet  and  relaxed  with  themselves,  and 
to  begin  to  discover  the  mystery  in  their 
lives.  It's  the  quiet,  the  serenity,  the  total 
atmosphere  of  the  place  that  enables 
people  to  explore  inside  themselves." 

Indeed,  Marylake  is  in  some  ways 
medieval,  a  return  to  a  simple,  almost 
idyllic  life,  where  the  days  hang  lightly 
on  the  land.  The  friars  rise  at  dawn  for 
morning  prayers  and  then  walk  to  their 
fields  with  hoes  and  baskets  to  dig  for 
turnips,  gather  windfalls,  or  tend  their 
herds. 

"Cows,"  says  Charnon.  "You'd  be 
surprised  at  how  many  people  get  ex- 
cited about  our  cows."  And  with  that  he 
sets  off  at  a  near-jogger's  pace  for  the 
barn,  past  a  flatbed  truck  loaded  with 
hymnals  and  bread  for  the  retreat  house, 
past  two  friars  trying  to  fix  the  broken 
manure  spreader,  and  into  the  all-brick 
building,  two  storeys  high.  On  the  first 
level,  reaching  from  floor  to  ceiling,  are 
14,000  bales  of  newly  harvested  hay.  Be- 
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low  are  the  cows,  being  milked  by  three 
friars  in  coveralls  and  high  rubber  boots. 
The  friars  nod  and  smile  as  the  prior 
passes,  and  go  on  with  their  chores. 

Valuable  Holstein  Herd 

In  a  tiny  office  in  a  corner  of  the  barn  is 
Brother  John  Cassidy.  At  30,  he's  head 
herdsman  for  the  monastery.  He  ex- 
plains, with  a  shy  grin,  that  he  first  came 
to  Marylake  five  years  ago  for  a  week- 
end, "to  get  away."  A  few  months  later 
he  was  back  for  another  retreat,  and 
shortly  afterwards  he  brought  a  large 
suitcase  and  joined  the  order.  Dressed 
in  jeans  and  a  hockey  sweater.  Cassidy 
has  spent  the  morning  poring  over  the 
pedigree  charts  of  his  Holsteins.  "Our 
herd,"  he  enthuses,  "is  different  from 
those  of  other  farmers  in  that  all  the 
cows  have  full  pedigrees.  They're  pretty 
valuable  and  sell  for  as  much  as  $20,000 
each."  He  has  100  cows  at  present,  35 
being  milked  and  the  rest  in  reserve.  The 
milk  is  sold  (1,300  litres  every  two  days) 
or  used  for  the  tables  of  the  retreat 
house  and  the  monastery;  and  today  Cas- 
sidy is  trying  to  determine  when  some  of 
the  cows  are  due  to  be  bred.  "On  this 
job,"  he  says,  "the  only  time  you're  not 
learning  is  when  you're  sleeping." 

Walking  back  to  the  monastery,  Char- 
non  talks  about  the  difference  between  a 
religious  order,  like  the  Augustinians, 
and  the  monasteries  of  the  Benedic- 
tines or  the  Cistercians.  There  are,  he 
maintains,  great  similarities  in  spirit 
and  in  goals.  But  people  in  religious  ord- 
ers are  not  tied  to  one  monastery.  Some 
of  the  friars  at  Marylake  help  out  in 
parishes  and  teach  religion  in  Catholic 
schools. 

"Hey,"  he  adds,  almost  as  an  after- 
thought, "did  you  know  that  Martin  Lu- 
ther was  an  Augustinian?"  It's  not  exact- 
ly a  point  of  pride  in  the  community 
(during  the  Reformation  the  80  Augus- 
tinian monasteries  in  Germany  were  re- 
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duced  to  two)  but  he  certainly  began  the 
renewal  of  the  Catholic  Church  before 
it  was  popular.  Luther  made  the  Church 
take  a  hard  look  at  some  of  its  practices." 
So  much  for  old  bitterness. 

The  Reformation  of  the  16th  century, 
in  fact,  threatened  monastic  life.  In  Brit- 
ain alone,  800  religious  houses  for  men 
and  women  were  closed  in  1535,  and  the 
monastic  ideal  and  the  wealth  of  the 
abbeys  were  attacked  from  Christian  pul- 
pits all  over  Europe.  Of  the  thousand- 
odd  monasteries  of  Benedictines  and 
Cistercians,  only  about  40  survived. 

Yet  monasticism  was  adopted  by  the 
Church  of  England,  although  it  took 
nearly  300  years  for  a  permanent  com- 
munity to  be  established  near  Oxford. 
Religious  orders  for  women  were  re- 
markably successful,  so  much  so  that 
50  years  ago  the  number  of  Anglican 
nuns  in  England  exceeded  the  number 
of  Catholic  sisters  in  the  Middle  Ages. 
Orders  for  men  did  less  well,  and  only 
four  have  lasted  more  than  a  half- 
century. 

Bracebridge  Community  Growing 

The  oldest  of  these  is  the  Society  of  St. 
John  the  Evangelist,  begun  113  years 
ago  as  a  monastic  mission  order  in  Cow- 
ley, England.  A  half-century  later,  a  few 
of  its  members  emigrated  to  Canada  and 
settled  in  Bracebridge,  Ont.,  about  200 
kilometres  north  of  Toronto.  "Most  An- 
glicans, however,  probably  don't  know 
we  exist,"  says  Rev.  Gordon  Walls.  At 
29,  he's  the  youngest  priest  to  be  elected 
as  superior  of  the  order.  And  on  this  par- 
ticular day  he's  seated  at  his  desk  in  a 
blue  sport  shirt  and  slacks,  saying  that 
one  of  his  priorities  is  to  tell  Anglican 
congregations  about  the  order.  "For  a 
long  time  there  was  fear  of  the  Roman 
Church,  a  fear  that  religious  communi- 


ties  were  the  thin  edge  of  the  wedge  for 
Rome  to  get  back  in.  We  were  accused 
of  that  when  the  society  was  first  estab- 
lished in  Bracebridge."  That  reaction  has 
long  since  vanished,  and  the  12-member 
community  is  growing.  With  three  new 
candidates  last  year,  Walls  is  planning  to 
open  a  mission  house  in  the  Fredericton, 
N.B.,  diocese.  The  members  of  his  so- 
ciety, for  the  most  part,  no  longer  wear 
the  ancient  cassock.  Indeed,  many  reli- 
gious orders  have  abandoned  the  tradi- 
tional habit  in  favor  of  a  more  conven- 
tional style  of  dress.  Many,  but  not  all. 

In  the  cloistered  abbey  of  Sainte- 
Marie  de  Deux  Montagnes  near  Mont- 
real, the  Roman  Catholic  nuns  appear  to 
mark  time  in  millenia.  They  still  wear 
the  floor-length  gowns  of  the  Middle 
Ages  as  a  symbol  of  their  vocation  as 
"brides"  of  Christ 

The  bell  of  the  abbey  tolls,  long  and 
low,  in  measured  peals.  In  the  dying 
hours  of  daylight  it  is  time  for  Vespers. 
Behind  an  iron  grill,  which  separates 
them  from  the  sanctuary  and  the  world, 
75  nuns  file  into  chapel.  Only  the  occa- 
sional rustle  of  long  black  habits  can  be 
heard  in  the  dim  room  as  they  genuflect 
in  fours  and  repair  to  their  pews.  It  is 
truly  another  world.  In  Latin  they  begin 
to  sing:  "De  profundis  .  .  .  Out  of  the 
depths  I  have  cried  unto  thee  O  Lord." 
And  again:  "Ecce,  quam  bonum  .  .  .  Be- 
hold how  good  and  joyful  a  thing  it  is 
brethren  to  dwell  together  in  unity."  The 
melody  is  the  ancient  Gregorian  chant  of 
the  Roman  Church,  no  strong  rhythms, 
no  syncopation,  just  an  ebbing  and  flow- 
ing and  echoing  in  a  single  wave  of 
melody.  Haunting  and  austere. 

Time  Passes  quickly 

The  visitors'  room  is  one  flight  up  from 
the  chapel,  at  the  end  of  a  dark  corri- 


dor. The  room  is  plain,  with  wooden 
chairs,  and  there  is  another  iron  grill. 
Behind  the  grill  a  steel  and  glass  door 
leads  to  the  enclosure.  A  key  rattles  in 
the  lock  and  Sister  Laurence  Couture 
enters  and,  shaking  hands  through  the 
grill,  beams  a  "hello."  For  the  next  hour, 
punctuating  her  sentences  with  laughter, 
she  chats  about  her  20  years  teaching 
Latin  to  the  novices  and  working  in  the 
community's  bindery.  "Time  has  passed 
very  quickly,"  she  says.  "But  we  have  a 
problem :  our  family  is  getting  too  large 
for  the  monastery."  So  sometime  this 
year  a  number  of  the  sisters  will  leave 
the  motherhouse  to  set  up  a  new  cloister 
in  Vermont. The  crisis  in  vocations  seems 
to  have  missed  the  Abbey  of  Sainte- 
Marie. 

Another  nun  enters  the  room.  This 
time  it's  the  abbess,  Agnes  Goyer.  Again 
a  hand  is  extended  through  the  grill,  and 
the  question  must  be  asked:  "Why  the 
bars?" 

"Love  seeks  solitude  with  the  one  we 
love,"  the  abbess  replied.  "We  live  inside 
the  enclosure  in  order  to  be  busy  in 
prayer  with  the  things  of  God  and 
through  Him  the  things  of  the  world." 

* 

In  the  nearby  town  of  Oka,  in  the  Cis- 
tercian monastery  of  Notre-Dame-du- 
Lac,  Don  Fidele  Savageau,  the  abbot, 
takes  up  the  same  theme :  "To  pray  is  to 
talk  with  somebody  who  is  in  love  with 
us.  This  conversation  begins  with  the 
sense  of  wonder  at  all  God  has  made 
for  man.  This  capacity  to  be  in  admira- 
tion in  front  of  God  is  the  reason  be- 
hind many  aspects  of  monastic  life." 

The  simple  answer  explains  much.  It 
explains  the  abiding  love  of  the  land  that 
Cistercians  and  other  monastics  share.  It 
explains  the  care  with  which  the  monks 
at  Oka  make  their  famous  cheese,  and 
why  they  delight  in  their  orchards  and 
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vegetable  gardens.  It  explains  their  vow 
of  silence,  where  for  many  hours  each 
day  they  choose  to  listen  attentively  to 
the  gentle  whispering  of  the  Spirit.  It  ex- 
plains why  they  rise  at  4  a.m.  to  pray  in 
chapel,  and  why  they  come  again  six 
more  times  during  the  day  to  sing  the 
Psalms  and  celebrate  the  Eucharist.  It 
explains  much,  yet,  without  their  kind 
of  faith,  it  explains  nothing. 


Thomas  Merton,  a  renowned  Cister- 
cian theologian,  put  it  this  way:  "The 
monk  does  not  offer  large  quantities  of 
prayer  to  God  and  then  look  upon  the 
world  to  count  the  converts  that  must 
result.  Monastic  life  is  not  quantitative. 
What  counts  is  not  the  number  of  pray- 
ers and  good  works  .  .  .  What  counts  is 
not  to  count,  and  not  to  be  counted."  □ 


a  Ut  of  mwm©m 


She:  "You  admit  that  marriage  is  a  fine  school?" 
He:  "Not  for  a  man." 
She:  "Why  not?" 

He:  "Because  he  loses  a  bachelor's  degree  without 
getting  a  master's" 

★  *  * 

Murphy,  a  new  cavalry  recruit,  was  allotted  one  of  the  worst  horses  in  the 
troop.  "Remember,"  said  the  instructor,  "no  one  is  allowed  to  dismount  without 
orders." 

The  horse  bucked,  and  Murphy  went  over  its  head.  "Murphy,"  yelled  the 
instructor,  "did  you  have  orders  to  dismount?" 
"Oi  did." 

"From  headquarters?" 
"No,  from  hindquarters!" 

*  ★  ★ 

He  was  a  tedious  talker,  whose  pet  subject  was  himself,  his 
exploits  and  his  travels.  In  the  middle  of  a  longwinded  description 
of  his  mountain-climbing  trip,  he  said  dramatically:  "There  I  stood 
for  two  hours,  with  that  vast  abyss  yawning  before  me!"  And 
he  paused. 

One  of  his  listeners  looked  up  with  interest.  "How  soon  did 
it  begin  to  yawn?"  he  queried. 
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Sisters  of  Service 


Vocation  means  calling,  but  a 
Christian  calling  means  giving  of  self 
for  the  sake  of  others. 
Could  it  be  that  He  is  calling  you  to 
serve  the  Church  as  a  religious  sister 
or  brother,  in  serving  the  needy,  the 
sick,  the  less  fortunate? 


7  have  placed  you  in  the  midst  of  your  fellows  so 
that  you  may  do  to  them  what  you  cannot  do  to  me, 
that  is  to  say, 

that  you  may  love  your  neighbor  of  free  grace 

without  expecting  any  return  from  him, 

and  what  you  do  to  him  I  count  as  done  to  me." 

St.  Catherine  of  Sienna 


Correspondence  is  invited: 

The  Formation  Directress 
Sisters  of  Service 
10  Montcrest  Boulevard 
Toronto,  Ontario  M4K  1J7 
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HOPE 

"Work  without  hope 

Draws  nectar  in  a  sieve, 
And  hope  without  an  object 
Cannot  live." 

-  Samuel  Taylor  Coleridge 

ELSEWHERE  in  this  issue  of  the  Field  at  Home  you  can  read  some- 
thing of  the  Sisters  of  Service  Chapter  Meeting.  Hope  and  Courage 
was  the  theme  of  the  Chapter.  For  this  reason  I  have  chosen  the  same 
theme  for  my  editorial. 

Daniel  Webster  says  that  Hope  is  a  desire  of  some  good  accompanied 
with  at  least  a  slight  expectation  of  obtaining  it;  and  Courage  is  a 
quality  of  mind  which  enables  men  to  encounter  danger  and  difficulties 
with  firmness,  or  without  fear. 

We  hear  so  much  today  via  the  News  Media  of  the  shortage  of  gas, 
energy,  employment,  etc.,  etc.,  but  why  isn't  more  said  on  the  shortage 
of  the  more  essential  -  for  instance  -  Faith,  Hope  and  Charity?  How 
many  of  us  can  remember  the  wood  piles,  the  coal  oil  lamps?  We  have 
survived  but  how  far  will  we  get  without  Hope?  i  like  to  think  about  the 
rrttle  girl  and  her  night  prayers.  "God  help  mommy,  daddy,"  etc.,  and 
winding  up  with  "and  please  God  take  care  of  yourself  because  if  any- 
thing happened  to  you,  where  would  we  be?" 

Bernard  Haring,  C.Ss.R.,  a  great  20th  Century  Theologian,  explains 
in  his  book  Hope  is  the  Remedy  how  Hope  is  essential  in  our  troubled 
time  and  shows  how  it  is  the  inevitable  attribute  of  the  Christian  who 
truly  believes.  He  encourages  us  to  accept  our  vocation  in  Christ  in  the 
midst  of  trials;  for  Christian  hope  consists  above  all  in  a  spirit  of  praise 
and  thanksgiving  for  God's  bounties. 
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Chapter  Log  - 1980 


"Hope  is  agrowin',  that's  what  we  planted, 
Started  spreadin'  all  around, 
Watched  it  fill  this  little  town 
Yes,  hope  is  agrowin'  here." 

(From  "Reap"  -  Author  Unknown) 


Phase  III 


On  August  6th,  over  sixty  Sisters  of 
Service  from  missions  across  Canada 
assembled  in  the  Chapel  of  the  Mission 
Centre  of  the  Scarboro  Foreign  Mission 
Society,  for  Vespers  at  7:40  p.m.  Fol- 
lowing Vespers  we  met  in  the  Confer- 
ence Room  where  Sister  Helen  Hayes, 
Sister  General,  welcomed  the  Sisters  to 
Phase  III  of  our  1980  Chapter. 

Sister  Hayes  welcomed  Sister  Julianne 
Dunn,  Missionary  Sister  of  Service,  of 
Tasmania,  to  our  Chapter.  In  her  re- 
sponse, Sister  Julianne  said: 

"We  have  a  real  love  for  your  commu- 
nity as  Father  Wallis  came  here  before 
we  were  founded  in  1944.  He  came  again 
in  1950  and  also  a  few  years  ago.  Fath- 
er Daly  suggested  to  Father  Wallis  that 
he  start  his  own  order  in  Australia.  We 
even  look  like  you  in  our  grey  uniform. 
It  was  interesting  to  talk  with  your  Sis- 
ters in  St.  Catharines. 

"At  the  present  time  we  have  fifty  sis- 
ters in  four  dioceses.  We  call  at  different 
homes  and  teach  the  children  religion. 
We  travelled  around  in  caravans  in  our 
early  years.  Over  the  years  we  have 
learned  that  it  is  the  visiting '  in  the 


homes  that  is  the  real  thing.  The  apos- 
tolate  of  reading  is  also  an  important 
part  of  our  work.  We  have  sisters  in- 
volved in  correspondence  work  and  one 
in  Social  Work. 

"Father  Wallis  sends  his  greetings 
and  prayers  to  you  for  your  Chapter. 

"It  is  the  Feast  of  the  Transfiguration. 
Just  as  the  Apostles  said  'it  is  good  for 
us  to  be  here'  -  I  say  'it  is  good  for  us  to 
be  here  too.'  Thank  you." 


Sister  Julianne  Dunn  (centre),  Missionary 
Sisters  of  Service,  Tasmania),  with 
Sisters  Veronica  Gillis  and  Peggy 
McFadden  at  Scarboro  Bluffs. 
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Talks  on  Apostolates 


Magdalen  Barton  and  Adua  Zampese  Mary-Ellen  Francoeur 


Anita  Hartman  Margaret  Ready 


Reports  from  1 979  Session 


Ella  link 


Mary  Roberts 


Mary  Phillips 


Thursday,  August  7th 


Father  Overman,  Sister  Mary  Phillips, 
Steering  Committee,  and  Bernice 
Anstett,  Chapter  Secretary. 


Father  Francis  Morrissey,  o.m.i.,  spoke 
to  the  assembly  on  requirements  for 
Constitutions.  The  sisters  considered 
Father's  presentation  very  helpful  and 
appreciated  the  time  allotted  for  ques- 
tions and  answers. 


4 .  * 


,:M... 

.  m .  J» 


Friday,  August  8th 


Sh  -  Sh!  A  day  of  Prayer  and  Recollec- 
tion -  in  Silence.  Sister  Joan  Schafhau- 
ser,  Formation  Directress,  had  the  re- 
sponsibility of  directing  this  day  in  pre- 
paration for  our  Chapter  deliberations. 


Scrutineers 
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Committees 


STEERING  -  Left  to  right:  Mary  Ellen  Francoeur,  Joan  Coffey, 
Mary  Phillips,  Mary  Jackson  and  Patricia  Burke. 


APOSTOLIC  -  Front:  Patsy  Flynn,  Beatrice  DeMarsh,  Margaret 
Morgan,  Agnes  Hearn.  Back:  Rita  Patenaude,  Lydia  Tyszko,  Theresa 
Duffley,  Mary  Harding,  Marilyn  McDonald  and  Mary  Haider. 


GOVERNMENT  1  -  Front:  Ella  Zink,  Kathleen  Allen,  Leona  Trautman, 
Margaret  Ready.  Back:  Evelyn  Tunney,  Catherine  Schmeltzer, 
Clare  Gilmore  and  Leona  Rose. 
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Saturday,  August  9th 

Several  sisters  presented  brief  summar- 
ies of  their  apostolates: 

♦  Kathleen  Allen  and  Brigid  Knopic, 
Edson,  Alberta  -  Hospital,  Religious 
Education  and  Home  Visiting. 

♦  Madge  Barton,  Adua  Zampese  and 
Viola  Mossey,  Clarenville,  Newfound- 
land -  Catechetical  and  Parish  Visiting. 


♦  Patricia  Burke  and  Anna  McNally, 
Green  Lake,  Saskatchewan  -  Social  Wel- 
fare and  Education. 

♦  Dorothy  Daley,  Edson,  Alberta  -  Year 
of  Renewal  at  the  Motherhouse. 

♦  Mary  Haider,  White  Horse,  Yukon - 
Public  Health  (Adult  Education) 

♦  Anita  Hartman,  Penticton,  British 
Columbia  -  Music. 

♦  Mary-Ellen  Francoeur,  Southdown, 
Ontario  -  Psychotherapist. 

Continued 


GOVERNMENT  2  -  Left  to  right:  Eileen  Gallagher,  Mary  Corke, 
Ella  Deland,  Agnes  Sheehan,  Anita  Hartman,  Frances  Coffey,  Rita 
Sullivan,  Nora  FitzPatrick  and  Peggy  McFadden  (standing). 


t  f  <* 


RETIREMENT  -  Front:  Anne  Johnson,  Bertha  Jackson,  Sally  Liota, 
Veronica  Gillis.  Second  row:  Irene  Profit,  Mary  Reansbury,  Martha 
Knechtel,  Rita  McLellan  and  Rita  Hurley.  Back:  Anne  Greene, 
Brigid  Knopic,  Mary  Roberts  and  Barbara  Kowalski. 
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RECRUITMENT  AND  ON-GOING  FORMATION  -  (Front:  Viola 
Mossey,  Joan  Schafhauser,  Magdalen  Barton,  Rosemarie  Jansen. 
Second  row:  Dorothy  Daley,  Alice  Walsh,  Isabel  Ellis,  Waltrude 
Donnelly.  Back:  Anna  McNally,  Colleen  Young,  Carmelita  Camozzi 
and  Adua  Zampese. 


♦  Bertha  Jackson,  Dartmouth,  Nova 
Scotia  -  Parish  work. 

♦  Anne  Johnson,  Toronto,  Ontario  - 
Senior  Citizens  Care  Program. 

♦  Rita  Patenaude,  Waterloo,  Ontario  - 
Campus  Ministry. 

♦  Mary  Phillips,  Fort  McMurray,  Al- 
berta -  Education. 

♦  Margaret  Ready,  Moncton,  New 
Brunswick  -  Family  Counselling. 

♦  Ella  Zink,  Ottawa  -  Public  Relations, 
YM-YWCA. 

♦  Sisters  Mary  Roberts,  Mary  Phillips 
and  Ella  Zink  read  reports  of  assign- 


ments following  the  last  Session  -  Sum- 
mer 1979:  on  Infirmary,  On-Going 
Formation,  and  Guidelines  Committee. 

♦  Father  H.  J.  Logan,  S.J.,  Administra- 
tor of  the  Jesuit  Infirmary  at  Pickering, 
spoke  to  us  on  the  Jesuit  Infirmary,  in- 
cluding cost  problems,  comparisons; 
and  extended  an  invitation  to  visit  their 
new  infirmary. 

♦  Father  Conleth  Overman,  a  member 
of  the  Passionist  Leadership  Institute, 
of  Cincinnati,  Ohio,  was  with  us  again 
this  year,  and  acted  in  the  capacity  of 
Chairman  and  Facilitator. 


PRAYING  FOR  SUCCESS  OF  CHAPTER:  Sisters  Leona  Rose, 
Beatrice  Demarsh  and  Anne  Green. 
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Administration 


Father  Conleth  Overman,  Chairman  and  Facilitator;  Bernice  Anstett,  Chapter  Secretary, 
and  Helen  Hayes,  Sister  General.  Back:  Marilyn  McDonald,  Councillor;  Mary  Reansbury, 
Bursar,  and  Catherine  Schmeltzer,  Councillor.  Inset:  Hilda  Lunney,  1st  Councillor. 
Due  to  illness,  Sister  Florence  Kelly,  Councillor,  was  unable  to  attend  the  Chapter. 
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Sunday  to  Thursday 
August  1 0th  to  1 4th 


wishes  for  the  future  and  thanks  for  the 
good  works  of  the  past  were  expressed 
for  the  celebrants. 


Tuesday  was  a  'break'  day,  but  the  other 
four  days  were  definitely  work  days. 
The  various  committees  met  several 
times,  discussing  and  preparing  resolu- 
tions to  be  voted  on  in  General  Assem- 
bly, seventeen  of  which  were  passed  by 
secret  vote. 

Sister  Bernice  Anstett  was  elected 
unanimously  to  act  as  Secretary  of  the 
Chapter;  and  the  sisters  volunteered  to 
serve  on  the  various  committees. 

Non-committee  members  were  free 
to  join  any  of  the  committee  sessions. 
Sister  Helen  Hayes  officially  closed  the 
Chapter  Thursday  afternoon.  A  concele- 
brated  Mass  of  the  Assumption  was  said 
in  the  Chapel  on  the  morning  of  the  15th 
by  Father  Overman  and  two  Scarboro 
Fathers.  Following  was  the  Feast  Day 
meal  in  the  dining  room. 

Sister  Pauline  Coates,  celebrating  her 
Golden  Jubilee,  was  present,  but  Sister 


Edith  Wayland,  also  a  Golden  Jubi-  Feast  Day  Mass,  August  15th  - 
larian,  was  unable  to  attend.  Good    Feast  of  the  Assumption. 


With  our  Golden  Jubilarian  -  Sister  Pauline  Coates. 
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Sister  Helen  Hayes 


In  Sister  Helen  Hayes'  closing  remarks, 
she  said: 

"A  Community  should  be  able  to 
'articulate'  who  they  are  in  their  Con- 
stitutions. If  we  cannot  do  this,  who 
can?  This  articulation  is  important  in 
light  of  the  stability  of  present  and  future 
members  of  the  Community. 

"Now  that  experimentation  is  coming 
to  a  close  we  have  to  retain  the  atmos- 
phere of  openness  and  trust.  An  atmos- 
phere in  which  persons  feel  they  can  ex- 
press their  concerns  and  their  fears  as 
well  as  their  hope,  faith  and  love  for  the 
Community.  Such  an  atmosphere  is  not 
an  instant  creation  but  one  which  de- 
mands time  and  patience. 

"It  is  naive  to  believe  that  human  per- 
sons can  produce  a  Constitution  that  is 
'perfect.'  No  one  document  perfectly 
satisfies  everybody.  Life  will  be  much 
easier  when  we  come  to  the  realization 
that  'poised  tension'  between  .  .  . 

-  what  is  written 

-  what  is  desired 

-  and  what  is  lived 

is  part  of  the  rhythm  of  life. 

"To  me,  the  Constitutions  written  will 
reflect  the  vitality  of  the  inner  life  of  the 
Community. 

"They  will  focus  on  the  call  of  the 
Community  to  live  in  Christ,  in  union 
with  the  Father  and  the  Spirit  and  with 
one  another.  As  this  realization  of  'call' 
deepens  the  Community  will  be  more 
alert  to  its  needs  for  pursuing  its  pur- 
pose and  goal.  Then  and  only  then  will 
each  of  us  have  a  clearer  sense  of  iden- 
tity and  of  mission  within  the  context  of 
our  Religious  Institute,  the  Sisters  of 
Service. 

"The  written  word  of  the  Constitution 


Sister  Hayes  officially  closed  the  Chapter. 


Father  Overman:  "It's  all  over!" 
God  bless  him  for  his  help. 
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will  be  meaningless  unless  individual 
Community  members  are  courageous 
enough  to  call  each  other  to  responsi- 
bility for  their  life  as  it  is  articulated  in 
the  Constitutions. 

"It  is  time  to  go  forth  now  and  evan- 
gelize -  Thinking  Globally,  Acting  Lo- 
cally through  the  80's. 

"In  closing  may  I  add  for  each  of  you: 
'There  is  no  peace  without  harmony.' 

"No  harmony  without  music. 
There  is  no  music  without  song 


No  song  without  beauty 

There  is  no  beauty  without  laughter 

No  laughter  without  joy 

There  is  no  joy  without  kindness 

No  kindness  without  caring 

No  caring  without  love 

No  love  without  you. 
"Without  you  and  Father  Overman 
present  we  would  not  have  come  this  far 
on  our  pilgrimage. 

"I  declare  the  Chapter  officially 
closed."  □ 


THE  WORLD'S  TROUBLES 
Giovanni  Papini,  famous  Italian  author  and  convert,  on  being  asked, 
"What  is  wrong  with  the  world?"  replied: 

'The  world  has  honoured  the  wrong  things;  quantity  instead  of 
quality;  matter  instead  of  spirit;  the  outer  instead  of  the  inner;  selfish- 
ness instead  of  love;  wealth  instead  of  poverty;  pride  in  knowledge 
instead  of  character  and  holiness."  -  The  Liguorian,  January  1953 
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Pauline  Coates 

S.O.S./  1930- 1980 


When  the  Northern  Ontario  train  had 
reached  its  final  stop,  Sister  Pauline 
Coates  kept  right  on  going  by  means  of 
a  jigger  (hand  car).  She  was  only  fol- 
lowing instructions  of  Father  George 
Daly,  C.Ss.R.,  who  had  told  her:  "Go 
as  far  north  as  you  can  and  teach  cate- 
chism to  children." 

In  those  days  (fifty  years  ago)  going 
to  the  end  of  the  line  to  be  of  service  was 
almost  a  standing  order  for  the  unusual 
religious  community  of  which  Sister 
Coates  was  a  member. 

Founded  to  serve  in  the  Home  Mis- 
sion field,  the  Sisters  of  Service  were  on 
the  frontiers  of  the  Church  from  the  be- 
ginning and  have  remained  so  to  this 
day. 

Before  taking  off  for  Northern  On- 
tario Sister  Coates  herself  taught  cate- 
chism to  public  school  children  on  Sat- 
urdays at  St.  Michael's  in  downtown 
Toronto.  Today  she  finds  the  excitement 
over  the  modern  way  of  teaching  cate- 
chism somewhat  amusing.  "I  was  fol- 
lowing that  method  fifty  years  ago," 
she  says.  "In  Northern  Ontario  and  out 
West,  we  only  had  fourteen  days  in 
which  to  teach  children  the  love  of  God 
in  preparation  for  Confirmation  and 
Holy  Communion."  Adding,  "There  was 
no  time  for  memorizing." 

During  the  school  months  she  con- 
tinued to  teach  children  in  isolated  com- 
munities by  the  courtesy  of  the  Postal 
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Service.  Thousands  of  Christian  par- 
ents, religious  and  priests  owe  their  ac- 
tive faith  to  the  correspondence  that  has 
flowed  from  the  Communities'  modest 
offices  in  Regina  and  Edmonton.  The 
program  includes  a  series  of  lessons 
with  personal  attention  to  all  answers. 

ANNETTE  WESTLEY, 

from  thetf.C.  Catholic,  1972 

Sister  Coates  recalls  that  her  family 
came  to  Toronto  from  Leeds,  England, 
in  1910.  At  this  time  Holy  Name  Church 
was  being  built  and  Mass  was  said  in  the 
Holy  Name  School.  Pauline  became  in- 
volved in  church  work,  joining  the  So- 
dality of  Our  Lady  and  was  also  organ- 
ist and  a  member  of  the  choir. 

Her  first  knowledge  of  the  Sisters  of 
Service  was  through  the  Field  at  Home. 
Father  Alfred  Lellis,  a  curate  at  Holy 
Name  and  also  director  of  the  Propaga- 

Continued  — » 


It's  pretty  hard  for  a  fellow  to  make  a  place  for  himself  in  the  sun 
by  resting  in  the  shade  of  his  family  tree. 
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DIOCESE  OF  ST.  CATHARINES 

122  Riverdale  Avenue 
St.  Catharines,  Ontario 
Canada 
L2R4C2 

CHANCERY  OFFICE 


Sister  Pauline  Coates,  S.O.S. 

398  Vine  Street 

St.  Catharines,  Ontario 

Dear  Sister  Pauline: 

I  wish  to  join  the  members  of  your  religious  family  and  your  many 
friends  in  offering  my  sincere  congratulations  as  you  celebrate  the 
Fiftieth  Anniversary  of  your  profession  as  a  Religious  in  the  Sisters  of 
Service.  I  unite  with  you  in  your  prayer  of  praise  and  thanksgiving  to  our 
Heavenly  Father  for  the  many  blessings  of  these  years  of  dedication 
to  His  service. 

You  have,  I  am  sure,  many  precious  memories  of  these  years:  today 
they  live  again:  the  peace  and  joys  experienced  in  serving  the  Lord  and 
His  people,  the  consolation  and  satisfaction  of  knowing  that  He  has 
accomplished  much  good  through  you,  but  also  the  inevitable  sorrows  and 
disappointments  which  He  has  given  you  the  strength  to  endure  in 
imitation  of  Him.  You  have  literally  served  from  coast  to  coast  in  our  great 
country  and  everywhere  you  have  been  involved  in  proclaiming  His  Word 
in  a  most  authentic  manner,  particularly  through  the  work  of  catechetics. 

In  the  post  Vatican  II  era,  there  is  much  emphasis  on  ministry  in 
the  Church  and  especially  on  the  Ministry  of  women  in  the  Church.  The 
Sisters  of  Service,  as  the  very  name  of  your  congregation  indicates, 
have  always  been  dedicated  to  ministry  in  a  unique  and  direct  manner. 
The  annals  of  the  history  of  the  Church  in  Canada  have  been  and,  please 
God,  will  continue  to  be  enriched  by  the  contribution  the  sisters  have 
made  to  spreading  The  Kingdom  of  God  among  the  people  of  Canada 
and  beyond.  You  have  played  a  significant  role  in  this  mission  of 
evangelization. 

On  this  day  I  pray  that  the  Father  will  continue  to  bless  you  and  the 
sisters  of  your  community,  that  He  will  sustain  you  for  many  more 
years  in  the  service  of  prayer  and  support  to  which  you  are  dedicated 
by  your  life  as  a  religious  Sister. 

Sincerely  yours  in  Christ, 

(Most  Rev.)  Thomas  B.  Fulton 
Bishop  of  St.  Catharines 
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tion  of  the  Faith,  gave  her  an  issue  of 
the  Field  at  Home,  saying,  "This  might 
interest  you,  Pauline."  She  remembers 
also  Father  Cline's,  "You'll  get  a  great 
thrill  out  of  pioneering." 

When  attending  the  Golden  Jubilee 
of  the  Sisters  of  Service  in  Camp  Mor- 
ton, Manitoba,  in  1972,  a  lady  came  to 
Sister  Coates  and  asked  her  if  she  was 
Sister  Coates,  adding  that  when  she  hears 
"O  Canada"  sung  she  always  remembers 
the  sister  who  taught  her  to  "stand  up, 
open  your  mouth  wide  and  sing  'O  Can- 
ada'. Canada  is  your  country  now." 

Sister  Coates  summed  up  her  fifty 
years  of  service,  saying,  "When  God  is 
calling  you  to  a  certain  work  and  you 
answer  the  call  to  serve  Him,  the  grace 
is  always  given  to  fulfil  His  wishes.  My 
life  as  an  S.O.S.  has  been  varied  in  ways 
of  service.  His  grace  is  sufficient  for  me." 


Edith  Wayland 

S.O.S.  /  1930-1980 

"Serenity  and  joy  fulness  are  the  Sun 
under  which  everything  thrives." 

JEAN  PAUL 

It  was  fifty  years  ago  that  Edith  Way- 
land  left  her  family  and  home  in  Mont- 
real to  become  a  missionary  in  the  Sisters 
of  Service  in  Toronto. 

In  her  life  in  the  convent  it  is  said 
that  Sister  Wayland's  sense  of  humour 
always  came  to  the  fore  when  most 
needed;  and  her  generosity  in  shoulder- 


ing the  most  difficult  tasks  brought  peace 
and  joy  to  all. 

In  the  Religious  Correspondence 
Schools  where  she  served  in  Edmonton, 
Regina  and  North  Dakota,  her  devotion 
to  this  apostolate  enlarged  and  held  the 
interest  of  a  large  circle  of  correspond- 
ents. 

During  the  summers,  trudging  along 
dusty  prairie  trails,  serving  small  mis- 
sions by  teaching  Religious  Vacation 
Schools,  these  same  qualities  added  to 
her  deep  religious  spirit,  endeared  chil- 
dren and  parents  to  her,  and  more  im- 
portantly, closer  to  God. 

As  a  parish  worker  in  the  city,  visiting 
the  aged,  the  ill,  the  sorrowing,  she 
brought  peace  and  joy  and  a  new  aware- 
ness of  God's  love  for  them. 

Her  past  fifty  years  were  fruitfully 
spent.  May  the  dear  Lord  grant  her 
many  more  to  cheer  us,  uplift  our  hearts 
to  the  Lord,  and  add  interest  to  our  daily 
tasks.  □ 


People  today  seem  to  be  able  to  afford  all  the  luxuries  bui  they  complain 
bitterly  about  the  cost  of  necessities. 
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If  God  Went  on  Strike  .  . 


It's  just  a  good  thing  God  above 
Has  never  gone  on  strike 
Because  he  wasn't  treated  fair 
For  things  he  didn't  like. 
If  He  had  ever  once  sat  down 
And  said,  "That's  it-  I'm  through; 
I've  had  enough  of  those  on  earth 
So  this  is  what  I'll  do. 


Men  say  they  want  a  better  deal 

And  so  on  strike  they  go 

But  what  a  deal  we've  given  God 

For  everything  we  owe. 

We  don't  care  who  we  hurt  or  harm 

To  gain  the  things  we  like 

But  what  a  mess  we'd  all  be  in 

If  God  would  go  on  strike. 

-  Author  Unknown 


I'll  give  my  orders  to  the  sun  - 

Cut  off  your  heat  supply 

And  to  the  moon -give  no  more  light, 

And  run  the  oceans  dry. 

Then  just  to  really  make  it  tough 

And  put  the  pressure  on 

I'll  turn  off  air  and  oxygen 

Till  every  breath  is  gone." 

Do  you  know  He'd  be  justified 

If  fairness  was  the  game 

For  no  one  has  been  more  abused 

and  treated  with  disdain 

Than  God  -  and  yet  He  carries  on 

Supplying  you  and  me 

With  all  the  favours  of  His  grace 

And  everything  -  for  free. 
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Sisters  of  Service 
"We  Thank  You" 


"To  live  in  hearts  we  leave  behind 
is  not  to  die." 

THOMAS  CAMPBELL 

Hallowed  Ground 

The  parishioners  of  Manning,  Alberta, 
expressed  their  thanks  and  appreciation 
to  the  Sisters  of  Service  with  a  farewell 
party.  There  were  laudatory  speeches 
and  beautiful  gifts  for  the  three  sisters 
leaving  Manning,  Sisters  MacLellan, 
Green  and  Profit. 

There  was  a  little  program  with  words 
of  appreciation  for  the  work  of  the  sis- 
ters over  the  years. 

The  following  excerpts  are  from  a 
booklet,  "Sisters  of  Service  -  We  Thank 
You,"  published  by  the  parish. 


'7s  getting  up  getting  you  down?" 
"How  can  you  go  all  out  when  you're 

feeling  all  in?" 
"Can  you  tell  a  phone  from  a  street-car?" 
"One  -  two  -  three  -  sing!" 
If  you've  been  anywhere  near  the  Rosary 
School  during  the  past  eleven  years  either 
as  a  teacher  or  student  these  sayings  will 
forever  ring  in  your  ears.  I'm  sure  you've 
guessed  who  is  responsible  for  these 
gems  of  wit  and  wisdom.  None  other  than 
Sister  Rita  McLellan.  But  she  will  be  re- 
membered in  many  other  ways  besides  her 
obvious  good  humour  and  her  ability  to 
bring  cheer  to  those  around  her  -  young 
and  old  alike.  First  and  foremost,  she  is  a 
dedicated  teacher.  The  centre  of  her  life 

Continued  —> 


Parishioners  of  Manning. 
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has  been  her  students.  Not  only  did  she 
bring  out  the  best  as  far  as  academic  sub- 
jects go,  but  by  her  example,  her  insight 
and  her  love  foi  God  the  Father,  she 
taught  lessons  for  life. 

The  presence  of  the  Sisters  of  Service 
has  been  felt  in  other  ways  in  our  commu- 
nity during  their  long  stay  with  us.  Sister 
Green,  through  her  music,  art  and  her 
deep  prayer  life.  Sister  Profit,  in  the  short 
time  she  spent  with  us,  has  shown  her  con- 
cern by  her  visits  to  the  elderly. 

Each  one  of  us  knew  if  we  needed  a 
friend  -  needed  a  favour  -  wondered 
where  Father  went  -  needed  prayer  - 
needed  keys  to  the  church  .  .  .  just  plain 
needed  .  .  .  whatever?  ...  we  had  only 
to  "phone  the  sisters"  -  we  would  always 
be  met  with  sincerity  and  a  genuine  feel- 
ing of  someone  who  cared  -  and  nine 
times  out  of  ten  a  solution  to  our  difficulty. 

Our  Sisters  are  leaving  Manning.  We 
will  miss  them.  We  wish  them  Godspeed. 
Our  prayers  and  best  wishes  go  with  them. 
We  hope  they  will  miss  us,  too,  and  that 
they  will  look  back  at  their  years  in  Man- 
ning as  rewarding  and  fulfilling.  Remem- 
ber the  joys  and  the  sorrows  and  we  ask 
you  to  especially  remember  us  during  your 
prayer  time. 

To  close  this  tribute  let  me  quote  from  a 
poem  by  Chief  Dan  George: 
"Those  who  have  worn  out  shoes  many 
times  know  where  to  step. 
It  is  not  their  shoes  you  can  wear . . . 
only  their  footsteps  you  may  follow  - 
if  you  let  it  happen." 

Thank  you,  Sisters,  for  the  footsteps  you 
have  left  for  us  to  follow.  Pray  we  let  it 
happen. 


Sister  A.  Green  says: 

When  the  bus  arrived  in  Manning,  Alberta, 
on  September  4,  1961,  I  was  met  by  Sister 
Reinhardt.  I  asked  for  a  taxi  but  Sister  as- 
sured me  that  we  lived  within  walking  dis- 
tance. In  a  few  minutes  we  reached  our 
brand  new  house  which  was  the  pride  of 
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Sisters  Green,  McLellan  and  Profit. 


Father  Hermann  and  Mr.  Joe  Dechant. 

There  were  four  Sisters  teaching  in  Ros- 
ary School.  I  took  over  the  housekeeping 
and  went  for  the  mail  every  day.  The  old 
post  office  was  on  the  corner  where  there 
is  now  a  beauty  shop.  I  soon  became  ac- 
quainted with  gumbo,  dust  and  rusty  water. 
Remember,  this  was  almost  twenty  years 
ago.  The  roads  were  not  paved.  There 
were  a  few  sidewalks.  The  water  tower  and 
fire  siren  were  on  top  of  a  hill  now  levelled 
and  presently  the  site  of  the  Armada  Inn. 
There  was  no  Catholic  Church.  We  went  to 
daily  Mass  at  Rosary  School.  Mr.  Joe 
Becher  and  I  took  turns  playing  the  organ. 
Mr.  Frank  Federowicz  was  our  lead  singer. 
Over  the  years  I  learned  to  appreciate  the 
good  people  of  Manning,  the  beauty  of 
the  North  Peace  and  those  early  days  are 
now  stored  in  my  treasure  house  of  mem- 
ories. 


The  Meat  Carvers:  Jeff  Plaquin, 


Alvis  Dechant  and  Philip  Dechant. 


Sisters  McLellan,  Gallagher,  Knechtel,  Green,  Profit,  Morgan, 
Reinhardt,  Kowalski  and  Mary  MacDougall. 


Sister  C.  Reinhardt  says: 

After  spending  six  years  of  my  teaching 
career  in  Manning  and  two  in  Peace  River, 
I  came  to  Hawk  Hills  in  1968.  I  spent  nine 
years  among  a  people  whose  friendship  I 
shall  always  treasure. 

Because  of  my  experience  in  the  multi- 
grade  classrooms,  I  felt  quite  at  home  with 
my  class  of  three,  grades  in  a  two-class- 
room school.  I  taught  grades  four  to  six 
for  the  first  few  years,  and  during  the  last 
year  I  had  grades  one  to  four. 

Most  of  the  children  from  the  homes  in 
the  surrounding  area  had  the  experience 
of  'Reading,  'Rriting,  and  'Rithmetic  in 
Classroom  Two  where  I  reigned  supreme! 

My  teaching  days  in  Hawk  Hills  were 
full  of  variety  and  delightful  experiences. 
When  the  going  was  rough,  you,  the  par- 
ents, were  ever  faithful  in  coming  to  the 
rescue.  This  rescue  might  include  getting 


the  faithful  Ford  on  its  way  or  dealing  with 
the  air  pollution  and  my  furry  friends 
which  both  insisted  on  keeping  me  com- 
pany in  the  trailer.  There  was  also  a  help- 
ing hand  whenever  it  was  needed  for  the 
hockey  and  curling  season. 

Even  the  Alberta  beaver  helped  to  make 
my  life  more  secure  in  this  farming  area. 
When  the  farmer  decided  to  lose  one  of 
his  tools  on  the  gravel  highway,  and  driv- 
ing became  hazardous,  this  master-build- 
ers' dam  was  there  to  receive  me.  (Thank 
goodness!) 

My  last  year  in  Hawk  Hills  as  principal 
and  teacher  was  a  busy  one.  It  was  then 
that  I  realized  more  fully  that  "People  need 
each  other."  I  feel  that  I  became  a  better 
person  having  been  with  you,  and  I  hope 
tnat  you,  too,  have  grown  with  me! 
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The  Sisters  of  Hawk  Hills 

We  are  going  to  remember  the  Sisters 
that  were  part  of  our  remote  community 
for  thirteen  years.  Sisters  Donnelly,  Black, 
Reinhardt,  and  Peggy,  were  all  serving  us 
between  September  1965  and  June  1977. 
Without  the  Sisters  the  following  events 
would  not  have  happened: 

The  Red  Cross  meetings  were  an  im- 
portant activity  for  the  students  as  we  were 
taught  how  to  conduct  meetings.  We  also 
had  candy  sales  and  made  an  afghan  to 
raffle. 

We  all  took  part  in  the  poster  contests, 
such  as  Cancer,  Fire  Prevention,  and  most 
enthusiastically,  the  A.B.C.  poster  contest. 
Sister  had  us  trained  to  do  our  school  work 
well,  and  then  we  had  time  to  do  the 
posters. 

We  worked  hard,  but  we  played  hard, 
too.  Among  some  of  the  fun  learning  we 
did  were  square  dancing,  singing,  playing 
many  instruments,  and  arts  and  crafts  like 
tie-dying,  macrame,  crocheting  and  knit- 
ting. Every  mother  got  a  plaster  of  paris 
plaque  for  Mother's  Day,  or  a  flower  cor- 
sage. 

Remember  when  the  ladies  would 
"shower"  our  Sisters  with  fresh  vege- 
tables and  preserves  in  the  fall  of  the 
year?  One  lady  brought  homemade  wine. 
Delicious! 

In  the  winter  we'd  spend  a  lot  of  time 
cleaning  the  ice  to  play  hockey.  Some- 
times a  Dad  would  come  to  help  super- 
vise, or  the  Sister?  would  come  out  skat- 
ing. Sister  Reinhardt  said  she  would  "pray 
a  little"  so  no  one  would  get  hurt  while 
playing  hockey. 

Summertime  events  included  track  meet 
events  and  baseball.  The  boys  enjoyed 
the  half-hour  recesses  very  much! 

None  of  us  will  ever  forget  the  Christ- 
mas concerts.  We  knew  that  if  we  worked 
hard  at  the  beginning  of  the  year,  we  would 
have  a  good  time  getting  ready  for  the 
concert.  I  remember  we  rated  each  con- 
cert as  "the  best  one." 


Sister  Peggy  was  only  here  a  short 
while  but  her  students  were  becoming  bi- 
lingual in  a  few  short  weeks. 

Fridays  after  school  our  Sisters  would 
travel  to  Manning  to  do  their  business,  get 
the  mail  and  groceries.  On  their  return 
trip,  having  to  pass  our  farm,  they  always 
waved  a  big  "Hello"  to  us.  We  wondered 
if  they  would  find  squeaky  creatures,  fea- 
thered friends  or  maybe  furnace  problems 
at  home. 

We  remember  going  to  church  on  Sun- 
days and  having  everything  organized  for 
us.  The  decorations  were  beautiful,  the 
hymns  were  posted,  the  altar  servers  and 
readers  were  practised. 

We  will  always  remember  our  Sisters  of 
Service. 


Sister  R.  McLellan  says: 

I  arrived  in  Manning  on  August  28,  1969. 
Manning  was  not  entirely  new  to  me  as  I 
had  visited  the  Sisters  there  a  number  of 
times  when  I  taught  in  Peace  River. 

Since  coming  eleven  years  ago,  I  have 
taught  Grade  6.  During  those  years,  270 
students  have  passed  through  my  hands. 
No  two  classes  or  individuals  were  alike. 
Each  had  his  own  talents  and  abilities.  I 
learned  much  from  all  of  them. 

I  have  been  in  Manning  longer  than  any 
other  mission.  One-third  of  my  33  years  of 
teaching  was  here  and  one-quarter  of  my 
religious  life.  If  you  are  good  at  math  you 
can  find  out  my  age.  But  there  is  a  catch: 
you  don't  know  how  old  I  was  when  I  en- 
tered the  Sisters  of  Service. 

My  years  here  were  very  pleasant  and 
fulfilling  ones.  Because  of  the  good  cooks 
I  am  leaving  a  greater  and  bigger  woman 
than  when  I  came. 

I  have  learned  much  from  those  with 
whom  I  came  in  contact:  my  students,  their 
parents,  the  staff,  the  senior  citizens  and 
many  others  in  the  community.  There  were 
many  consolations. 

Continued  — » 
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I  know  that  I  will  go  down  in  history  as 
the  "strict"  teacher,  but  I  realized  that 
those  children  were  given  to  me  to  teach 
and  prepare  for  everlasting  life,  so  correc- 
tions were  necessary.  I  tried  to  be  kind  yet 
firm  but  I  know  there  were  times  when  I 
fell  short  of  living  up  to  the  words  of  the 
Psalm,  "Slow  to  anger,  but  rich  in  kind- 
ness." 

To  the  students  that  I  taught  I  only  hope 
that,  as  you  look  at  my  picture  in  this  book- 
let, you  will  recall  something  that  I  said  or 
did  that  brought  ycu  to  know  Him  better 
and  love  Him  more. 

As  for  me,  I  know  I'll  cherish  many  fond 
memories  of  the  people  of  Manning.  When 
my  days  of  serving  on  this  earth  are  fin- 
ished I  only  hope  that  one  from  this  town 
will  take  my  place  "To  Serve"  as  a  Sister 
of  Service. 


Important  Dates 

Sister  Magdalen  Barton,  England,  taught 
in  the  Rosary  School,  September  1951, 
while  living  with  Presentation  Sisters  of 
Saskatchewan. 

On  the  Feast  of  St.  Rose  of  Lima  our  new- 
est and  at  the  time  our  most  northerly  mis- 
sion was  opened  by  Sisters  Black  and 
Mary  MacDougali.  This  mission  was  open- 
ed at  the  request  of  Archbishop  Routhier, 
O.M.I.  The  Sisters  of  Service  succeeded 
the  Presentation  Sisters.  Their  first  night 
was  spent  as  guests  of  Mrs.  Anna  Dechant 
as  their  beds  had  not  yet  arrived. 

Sister  Black,  a  native  of  Montreal,  is  kindly 
remembered  by  the  students  of  Rosary 
School  where  she  taught  from  September 
to  June  1953,  and  again  from  September 
1961  to  June  I965.  During  the  intervening 
years  she  taught  in  Peace  River  and  Hawk 
Hills. 

Sister  Frances  Coffey  came  on  April  28, 
1957,  to  take  Sister  Hudon's  class  until 
the  end  of  June.  Her  sister,  Sister  Joan 
Coftey,  came  in  September  1953  and  left 
in  June  1958.  Both  are  natives  of  Ontario. 


Sister  Rosemarie  Hudon,  Montreal,  had  to 
learn  all  about  rural  life.  She  came  in 
September  1953  and  remained  until  June 
1956.  She  now  has  a  Doctorate  in  Reli- 
gious Studies  and  teaches  Scripture  to  a 
group  in  Edson. 

Sister  Barbara  Kcwalski  of  Vilna,  Alberta, 
was  missioned  in  Manning  December 
"i  958  to  August  1961.  She  well  remembers 
the  building  and  decorating  of  the  Sisters' 
present  home. 

Sister  Irene  Faye  taught  here  September 
1960  to  December  1962.  She  was  Principal 
of  Rosary  School  but  had  to  leave  on  ac- 
count of  illness.  She  died  August  21,  1963. 

Sister  Celestine  Reinhardt,  Lajord,  Sask., 
taught  in  Rosary  September  1960  to  June 
1966.  Another  dedicated  teacher,  she  then 
went  to  Hawk  Hills  from  September  1966 
umil  June  1977.  She  celebrated  her  Silver 
Jubilee  here  on  February  2,  1964. 

Sister  Anne  Green,  Killaloe,  Ont.  (near  Ot- 
tawa) came  in  September  1961.  Her  work: 
house  and  office;  hobbies:  art  and  music. 

Sister  Waltrude  Donnelly,  Stanleyville, 
Ont.,  taught  here  September  1964  to 
August  1965.  She  taught  in  Hawk  Hills 
September  1965  to  1967.  She  is  now  in 
Arizona. 

Sister  Anna  Coughlin,  Windsor,  Ontario, 
came  to  Manning  in  August  1966  and 
taught  in  Rosary  until  June  1969.  She  is 
now  in  St.  Catharines,  Ontario. 

Sister  Rita  McLellan,  Indian  River,  P.E.I., 
came  to  Manning  in  1969.  Apart  from 
teaching,  she  pays  weekly  visits  to  the 
hospital  and  Del-Air  Lodge. 

Sister  Mary  Harding,  St.  John,  N.B.,  took 
up  nursing  duties  in  Manning  Hospital  in 
1970.  She  left  for  Edson  in  1973. 

Sister  Margaret  Morgan,  Glasgow,  Scot- 
land, spent  nine  months  here  -  September 
1971  to  May  1972. 

Sister  Irene  Profit,  Alberton,  P.E.I.,  came 
in  September  1979.  Visits  Senior  Citi- 
zens, Del-Air  Lodge  and  hospital. 


21 


Life's  Opportunity 


Life  is  measured  by  its  opportunities.  These  stand  at  the 
crossroads  of  our  short  existence  and  give  it  its 
orientation.  In  every  life  there  is  on  opportunity  that 
makes  or,  if  lost,  breaks  it.  It  often  hinges  on  a  trifle . . . 
the  meeting  of  a  friend,  the  reading  of  a  book,  a 
sermon  heard  . . . 

A  missed  opportunity  in  one's  life  is  always  a  matter 
of  regret.  At  times  it  is  nothing  less  than  a  tragedy. 
The  thought  of  "what  might  have  been"  haunts  the  soul 
down  the  long  avenue  of  years,  to  the  very  threshold 
of  death. 

To  make  the  best  use  of  the  few  years  we  spend  upon 
earth  is  undoubtedly  life's  golden  opportunity.  But 
how  many  miss  it!  The  consecration  of  our  life  to  the 
service  of  God  and  His  Church,  to  the  service  of  souls  in 
the  mission  field  is  assurance  against  this  calamity. 
The  Sisters  of  Service  offer  this  blessing  to  all  who  are 
willing  to  go  as  missionaries  into  the  "Field  at  Home" 
where  the  harvest  is  plentiful  and,  unfortunately,  the 
harvesters  are  few. 

Geo.  T.  Daly,  C.Ss.fl. 
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a  bit  of  imMmi 


Jackson:  I  have  heard  today  that  your 
son  is  an  undertaker,  and  I  thought  you 
told  me  he  was  a  physician. 

Brown:  Not  at  all.  You  misunderstood 
me.  I  said  he  followed  the  medical 
profession. 

The  good  old  days  were  when  inflation 
was  something  you  did  to  a  balloon. 

A  Texan  arrived  in  heaven  and  found 
things  as  he  had  hoped.  One  angel  took 
him  in  charge  and  asked  if  there  was 
anything  in  particular  he  wanted. 

"Yes,  I  always  liked  choir  music," 
said  the  Texan.  "Get  me  10,000 
sopranos." 

"An  unusual  request,"  commented 
the  angel,  "but  you  shall  have  them. 
Anything  else" 

"Yes,  10,000  alto  singers." 

They  were  promised.  "And  then 
10,000  tenors,"  ordered  the  Texan, 
and  that'll  be  all  for  the  present." 

"Well  -  how  about  the  bassos?" 
inquired  the  angel. 

Answered  the  Texan:  "I'll  sing 
bass.' 

Some  men  are  wise,  some  otherwise. 

An  old  coloured  gentleman  was  once 
asked  his  opinion  of  rats. 

"Wal,"  he  said,  "I  calc-late  the  one 
dat  hab  the  shortest  tail  will  git  in  de 
hole  de  quickest." 


The  Bishop  said  to  the  small  boy:  "Son, 
I'll  give  you  a  nickel  if  you  can  tell 
me  where  God  is." 

"Your  Excellency,"  the  boy  replied 
quietly,  "I'll  give  you  two  nickels  if  you 
can  tell  me  where  He  isn't." 

Gossip  -  Something  negative  that  is 
developed,  then  enlarged. 

An  Irish  Catholic  was  showing  a  non- 
Catholic  friend  through  his  village 
church.  The  visitor  pointed  at  the 
confessional  booth  where  the 
parishioners  kneel  to  confess  their  sins, 
and  said,  "What  is  that?" 

"Our  fire  escape,"  the  church 
member  said. 

Where  all  think  alike,  no  one  thinks 
very  much. 

A  new  priest  was  substituting  for  the 
pastor.  In  his  first  homily,  he  explained 
his  role:  "If  you  break  a  window,"  he 
said,  "and  replace  the  pane  with  a 
piece  of  cardboard,  that's  a  substitute." 

After  Mass,  a  woman  came  up  to 
the  priest.  "Father,"  she  said 
admiringly,  "you  were  no  substitute. 
You  were  a  real  pane." 

If  you  want  a  jolt,  write  down  what 
you  accomplished  yesterday. 
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Sisters  of  Service 


Invite  young  Catholic  women  who  are  trained 
professionally,  technically  or  in  secretarial 
skills,  to  consider  joining  them  as  missionary 
sisters  working  in  Canada  from  coast-to-coast, 
wherever  - 


the  needs  are  deep, 
the  challenges  great, 
the  workers  few. 


We  work  from  the  Yukon  and  Northwest  Terri- 
tories to  Southern  Ontario,  from  Vancouver  to 
the  out-posts  of  Newfoundland. 


For  information,  write: 


10  MONTCREST  BLVD. 
TORONTO,  ONT. 
M4K1J7 

Telephone  (416)  461-7558 


sisters 


S0S 


service 
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SISTER  MARY  QUINN,  S.O.S. 

Sister  Mary  Quinn  died  in  St.  Catharines,  Ontario,  on 
the  Feast  of  Christ  the  King,  November  23,  1980.  Her 
home  was  in  St.  John,  N.B.,  and  she  entered  the  Sis- 
ters of  Service  on  February  2,  1928.  Sister  Quinn  was 
Sister  General  of  the  S.O.S.  from  1948  to  1960. 

Sister  Quinn  was  my  first  Local  Superior  when  I  was 
sent,  as  a  second  year  novice,  to  St.  John's  Hospital 
in  Edson,  Alberta.  It  is  as  a  Local  Superior  that  I  best 
remember  Sister  Quinn.  She  was  peerless  in  that  role. 
Perhaps  I  can  best  describe  her  by  what  I  discerned  to  be  her  three  out- 
standing characteristics:  her  understanding  of  and  empathy  with  people;  her 
humour,  and  her  humility. 

A  few  days  after  my  arrival  in  Edson,  which  was  a  moderately  large  railway 
town,  Sister  Quinn  brought  me  postcards  of  both  the  hospital  and  the  town. 
"Send  these  to  your  mother,"  she  said.  "Most  of  our  families  in  the  East  think 
we  live  either  in  teepees  or  igloos  out  here.  Pictures  seem  to  reassure  them." 

I  had  gone  from  a  school  of  nursing  right  into  public  health  nursing.  I  really 
believed  I  had  put  hospital  nursing  behind  me,  though  the  only  area  I  really 
disliked  in  hospital  nursing  was  the  operating  room. 

Late  one  Saturday  afternoon,  a  couple  of  weeks  after  I  had  arrived  in 
Edson,  Sister  Quinn  called  me  to  say  there  was  to  be  an  emergency  appen- 
dectomy at  6  p.m.,  that  I  was  to  scrub,  and  that  she  and  I  would  eat  early  at 
5  p.m.  I  couldn't  eat.  I  was  terrified  for  many  reasons,  not  the  least  being  the 
very  small  scrub  staff  compared  to  what  I  had  been  used  to. 

Sister  was  obviously  not  too  pleased  by  my  lack  of  appetite  and  I  felt  I  was 
more  or  less  in  disfavour.  When  the  operation  was  over  and  everything 
cleaned  up  in  the  operating  room,  Sister  said:  "Let's  go  down  to  the  kitchen 
and  see  what  we  can  scrounge."  It  was  apparent  that  she  wasn't  hungry  but 
I  was  starved.  Another  example  of  her  great  and  compassionate  understanding. 

I  am  thinking  now  of  the  years  of  the  great  Depression.  There  was  a  relief 
camp  for  men  some  miles  west  of  Edson.  One  Sunday  afternoon  a  truck 
arrived  at  the  hospital  with  one  of  the  men  from  the  camp,  but  this  one  was 
dead  on  arrival.  We  did  not  have  a  morgue  at  the  hospital  and  we  knew  there 
was  no  way  we  could  persuade  the  local  undertaker  to  remove  this  particular 
body  on  Sunday.  Undaunted,  Sister  Quinn  wrote  a  note  to  the  Corporal  in 
charge  of  the  RCMP  detachment.  He  was  a  Northern  Irishman  so  she  signed 
the  note,  "De  Valera."  In  no  time  the  Corporal  was  at  the  hospital,  killing  him- 
self with  laughter,  and  on  his  heels  came  the  undertaker.  Sister  had  accom- 
plished in  a  short  time  with  humour  what  otherwise  would  have  taken  at 
least  24  hours. 

How  do  you  describe  humility?  I  can  only  say  that  Sister  Quinn  never 
"pulled  rank."  As  a  simple  Sister,  as  a  Local  Superior,  as  Sister  General,  she 
was  not  above  any  job  -  no  matter  how  menial.  She  was  always  totally 
accessible,  she  was  always  open  to  having  her  mind  changed. 

The  S.O.S.  have  lost  a  great  Sister;  in  many  ways  -  a  unique  Sister.  Our 
sympathy  goes  out  to  her  family  and  friends  who  will  miss  her  as  much  as  we. 

Ella  Zink,  S.O.S. 
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from  the 


Pope  john  PAUL  I  related  an  incident  when  a  little  girl  asked  him  if  it  was  fair 
that  Jesus  created  seven  sacraments  but  only  six  are  available  to  women.  The 
pope  noted  that  both  boys  and  girls  were  in  the  class  and  asked  the  boys  if  among 
all  the  men  in  the  world,  was  one  the  father  of  Jesus?  Then  he  went  on  to  ask  the 
girls  if  one  of  the  women  of  the  world  was  the  Mother  of  Jesus;  adding  that  if  no 
woman  can  be  pope,  bishop  or  priest  that  this  is  compensated  more  than  a  thousand 
times  by  the  divine  maternity  which  honors  both  woman  and  motherhood. 

I  wonder  what  would  have  happened  had  Mary,  our  Immaculate  Mother,  not 
accepted  her  "vocation"  to  be  the  Mother  of  God? 

The  year  1980  has  been  a  year  of  many  tragedies,  multiple  casualties,  the  Iran- 
Iraq  hostilities.  The  peoples  of  Brazil,  Mexico,  Ireland,  United  States  and  Canada, 
et  al,  also  share  in  acts  of  violence,  greed  and  hatred;  and  the  world  is  being 
de-christianized,  quickly  losing  all  sense  of  sin. 

Let's  turn  to  the  other  side  of  the  coin  and  think  of  just  a  few  highlights  of  1980. 
The  beatification  in  Rome  on  June  22nd  by  Pope  John  Paul  II  of  Kateri  Tekakwitha, 
Bishop  Laval  and  Sister  Marie  of  the  Incarnation;  and  the  celebration  of  the  600th 
anniversary  of  the  death  of  St.  Catherine  of  Siena  which  has  led  to  an  upsurge  of 
interest  in  the  exemplary  life  of  this  14th  century  saint  in  another  troubled  era. 
Catherine  obeyed  God's  call  to  her  in  a  vision  to  leave  her  solitude  -  that  love  of 
God  is  inseparable  from  love  of  neighbour.  "I  will  you,"  He  said,  "that  you  fulfill 
both  these  commandments,  that  you  walk  in  the  way  with  both  your  feet,  that  you 
fly  to  heaven  on  two  wings." 

Let's  think  about  Mother  Teresa;  and  Brazil's  Sister  Dulce  who  is  acclaimed 
"another  Mother  Teresa."  Those  who  admire  her  think  not  so  much  of  the  homes 
and  hospitals,  but  of  the  "miracle"  she  works  on  the  people  around  her,  in  the 
hearts  of  the  poor  and  destitute,  and  in  the  conscience  of  her  town. 

The  lives  of  the  Honourable  Pauline  McGibbon,  Canada's  first  woman  Lieutenant- 
Governor,  and  the  recently  deceased  Judy  LaMarsh,  former  Cabinet  Minister,  are 
pointers  to  woman's  potential  in  the  world.  The  Honourable  Pauline  has  said,  "You 
have  to  love  people  to  survive."  Of  "Judy"  it  has  been  said  "she  was  a  woman  for 
all  seasons;  she  was  a  warm,  intelligent  woman  of  great  loyalties  who  fought 
fiercely  for  the  things  she  believed  in;  also  she  was  eloquent  and  compassionate." 

Mary,  the  Mother  of  Jesus,  has  also  shown  us  -  the  women  of  the  universe  - 
that  we  are  absolutely  necessary  in  the  process  of  accomplishing  that  "HIS  WILL 
BE  DONE." 

Continued  on  next  page 
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Maria  von  Trapp  has  said:  "We  are  killing  millions  of  children  and  people  are 
considered  stupid,  if  tney  don't  have  an  abortion.  This  will  draw  the  wrath  of  God 
on  the  nation.  When  God  came,  He  came  as  a  helpless,  newborn  baby.  He  sanctified 
birth.  With  abortion,  nothing  is  sacred,  nothing  is  holy" 

So  whether  we  are  single,  married  or  in  religious  life,  there  is  a  special  role  for 
each  one  of  us.  Are  we  doing  "OUR  ENDEAVOURS"?  Think  about  it! 

God  bless  all  and  a  Blessed  Christmas  and  New  Year  to  all. 


Together  let  us  make  a  world  poorer  in  hatred,  richer  in  LOVE. 

Abbey  Press/ St.  Meinrad,  Ind. 


Letters 

TO  THE  EDITOR 


MISSIONNAIRES  OBLATS  DE 
MARIE  IMMACULEE 

Foyer  Grandin 
St.  Alberta,  Alberta 

Oct.  20,  1980 

Dear  Sisters  of  Service: 

From  my  solitary  retirement,  may  I 
let  you  know  how  delighted  I  was  to 
read  your  last  issue  of  Field  at  Home 
and  see  again  the  faces  of  so  many 
sisters  I  had  known  and  greatly 
appreciated  over  the  years. 

The  holding  of  your  Chapter  was 
indeed  the  fortunate  occasion  to  bring 
into  one  issue  of  your  review  the  traits 
of  those  who  had  worked  for  our 
northern  missions  and  in  so  many 
other  places.  Be  assured  that  I  have 
kept  a  constant  remembrance  of  you 
in  prayer  and  love,  asking  the  Lord  to 
increase  your  numbers  and  fervor. 
In  Jesus  and  Mary, 
t  Henri  Routhier,  O.M.I. 


Edson,  Alberta 
Nov.  10,  1980 

Dear  Sister  Tunney: 

I  think  my  subscription  to  the  Field 
at  Home  must  have  run  out  by  now. 
Enclosed  is  a  cheque  for  six  dollars. 

I  do  enjoy  your  magazine.  The  last 
issue  was  especially  interesting.  Familiar 
faces  and  names,  stories  of  early  days 
touch  me  with  nostalgia.  However, 
it  is  those  stories  and  items  which  speak 
of  eager  desire  and  obvious  determina- 
tion to  work  for  the  present  and  future 
that  is  of  greatest  interest.  Such  an 
attitude  fills  one  with  hope  and  £aith 
in  the  continued  strength  and  value  of 
the  Sisters  of  Service. 

Long  ago  it  became  a  strong  vibrant 
thread  in  the  fabric  of  this  land.  We 
need  that  thread  still,  for  times  change 
but  people  do  not.  There  will  always 
be  those  who  have  special  and  pressing 
needs  that  only  dedicated  people,  like 
the  Sisters  of  Service,  can  fill.  God 
grant  that  your  order  may  grow  and 
flourish. 

Winter  is  closing  in  around  us.  Snow 
is  falling  thickly  in  its  soft  enfolding 
way  when  it  comes  to  stay.  I  cannot  say 
that  I'm  looking  forward  to  it  but 
must  admit  it  creates  a  fascinating, 
beautiful  world. 
God  bless  you, 
Monica  Frith 
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40  Little  Town  of  Bethlehem' 


A  few  miles  south  of  Jerusalem  in  the  Judean  hills  lies  the  town  of 
Bethlehem.  This  name  means  "House  of  Bread,"  suggestive  of  the 
olive  groves  and  fertile  valleys  which  surround  this  town. 

Bethlehem,  almost  since  the  birth  of  Christ,  has  been  a  place  of 
great  sanctity  and  therefore  one  of  the  most  important  of  all  Christian  Shrines. 
Here  one  is  impressed  with  the  atmosphere  of  deep  spirituality;  for  Christians, 
Bethlehem's  importance  is  because  it  is  the  birthplace  of  Jesus. 

In  the  past  2000  years  the  town  has  been  ruled  by  Romans,  Byzantines, 
Arabs,  Turks  and  others;  but  despite  centuries  of  frequently  hostile  non- 
Christian  rule,  Christians  have  steadfastly  clung  to  Bethlehem  -  the  birthplace 
of  Jesus. 

Let's  take  a  moment  now  to  ponder  on  some  scenes  from  this  great  shrine 
which  is  visited  by  multitudes  of  Christians,  especially  at  Christmas  and  Easter 

seasons. 


Church  of  the  Nativity,  Bethlehem 


Ground  floor  of  Church  of  the  Nativity,  where  pilgrims  attend  Mass  and  pray 
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O  Holy  Child  of  Bethlehem, 
Descend  to  us,  we  pray; 
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Silver  star  is  fixed  on  the  spot  where  our  Saviour  was  born  almost  2000  years  ago 


Starting  the  School 
Year  Right 

JOAN  COFFEY,  S.O.S. 


If  the  beginning  of  the  school  year 
1980-81  at  Peenamin  McKenzie  is  any 
indication  of  things  to  come  then  we  are 
in  for  a  great  year.  The  village  had  gone 
on  a  three-day  retreat  ending  on  Septem- 
ber 1st.  In  some  way  or  another  all 
teachers  had  taken  part,  some  more  ac- 
tively than  others. 

On  September  2nd  the  staff  met  for 
a  day  of  discussions.  Then  Wednesday 
morning  teachers  prepared  their  class- 
rooms for  the  coming  year.  By  12 
o'clock  all  were  on  their  way  to  Goose 
Bay  for  a  half-day  "Retreat." 

For  such  a  day  the  teachers  from  St. 
Michael's  (Goose  Bay) ,  Queen  of  Peace 
(Happy  Valley)  and  Peenamin  McKen- 
zie (Sheshatshit)  met  at  a  central  loca- 
tion. The  animators  were  Father  Laurie 
Conlon,  o.m.i.,  and  Father  Doug  Cros- 
by, two  Oblates  from  Labrador  City. 
The  theme  was  "Catholic  Teachers  in 
Catholic  Schools." 


As  the  day  drew  to  a  close  we  wrote 
our  hopes  and  commitments  for  the  year 
on  small  pieces  of  paper.  These  papers 
were  later  burned  as  Mass  began.  From 
their  fire  the  Pascal  candle  was  lit  and 
carried  in  procession  to  the  front  of  the 
chapel.  From  this  candle  Father  Con- 
way (a  School  Board  member)  lit  the 
candle  of  Gerry  Butler,  our  Assistant 
Superintendent,  saying  the  words,  "I 
commission  you  to  give  life  to  our  chil- 
dren." In  turn,  Mr.  Butler  lit  the  candles 
of  the  two  Supervisors  and  the  three 
Principals,  using  the  same  words.  The 
Principals  then  lit  the  candles  of  their 
respective  teachers. 

After  Mass  a  delicious  meal  was 
shared  by  all,  including  representatives 
of  the  Board. 

School  began  next  morning  with  a 
Mass.  Nearly  the  whole  village  came, 
giving  the  students  a  great  start  for  a 
new  year. 


RETREAT  -  1980 


First  time  excellent.  Second  time 
"super."  Every  first  experiences  great 
enthusiasm  but  when  that  enthusiasm 
continues  to  grow  and  mushroom,  the 
experience  is  great.  This  is  exactly  what 
happened  at  our  Parish  Retreat.  I  am 
sure  some  of  you  remember  reading  of 


the  Retreat  at  Northwest  River,  Labra- 
dor, in  September  of  1979.  Many  things 
have  happened  since  then. 

One  outstanding  change  was  our  in- 
corporation as  a  separate  village,  April 
1 ,  1 980,  under  the  name  of  Sheshatshit.  * 

Another  was  the  introduction  of  the 

*  Pronounced:  Shis-sha-she. 


He  who  rides  a  tiger  can  never  dismount 
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Bishop  Sutton  and  Father  Paradise 


"Come  to  the  Lord"  series  in  Indian.  It 
is  not  merely  a  translation  but  a  revised 
version  to  be  meaningful  to  our  chil- 
dren. Last  year  the  Grade  1  books  were 
ready,  this  year  the  Grade  2.  It  is  hoped 
that  within  five  years  all  Grades  to  six 
will  be  completed.  This  work  is  being 
done  by  Father  Joveloue,  o.m.i.  at  La 
Romaine  aided  by  Native  catechists. 
Our  native  teachers  receive  training  at 
workshops  held  three  times  a  year. 

Even  before  the  program  began  the 
Parish  Council  had  been  involving  par- 


ents in  the  preparation  of  first  Com- 
municants. Thus  classes  continued 
through  the  summer  months. 

Back  to  the  Beginning 

Now  back  to  the  beginning.  Retreat 
1979  -  two  days.  1980  -  three  days. 

1979  -  all  the  village  of  Sheshatshit. 

1980  -  all  the  village  of  Sheshatshit  plus 
groups  from  Sept  Isles  and  Schefferville. 

Once  again  the  move  began  early  in 
the  last  week  of  August.  Most  of  the 


First  Communion 
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A  quiet  time  with  Sister  Joan  Coffey 


Preparing  the  caribou  feast 


families  moved  on  Friday  to  a  campsite 
70  miles  from  Sheshatshit  on  the 
Churchill  Falls  road.  A  few  new  land- 
marks were  noted:  a  wooden  back- 
ground had  been  erected  behind  the 
altar.  A  chapel  tent  stood  to  the  right  of 
the  sanctuary.  An  altar  to  the  Blessed 
Virgin  was  erected  to  the  left  of  the 
sanctuary. 

The  weather  could  not  have  been  bet- 


ter. By  Friday  afternoon  the  entire  vil- 
lage had  arrived  at  the  campsite.  The 
Bishop,  Father  Larry  and  two  sisters  of 
St.  Charles  de  Faucauld  joined  the  vil- 
lage. Saturday  was  spent  in  prayer  and 
some  berry-picking. 

On  Sunday  morning  there  were  five 
baptisms.  The  ceremony  was  to  take 
place  at  the  altar  but  it  began  to  rain 
hard.  Not  to  be  daunted  the  men  quickly 


We  were  born  originals;  let  us  not  die  copies 
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put  the  sheets  of  plastic  over  the  pro- 
posed dining  room  and  in  less  than  an 
hour  the  village  had  reassembled  in  a 
dry  area  for  the  baptisms.  It  was  truly  a 
welcoming  of  five  new  members  into  the 
family  of  Christ. 

Later  in  the  afternoon  at  a  concele- 
brated  Mass  boys  and  girls  made  their 
First  Holy  Communion.  These  children 
had  been  prepared  during  the  previous 
school  year  by  Kathleen  Nuna  in  the 
school,  by  parents  in  the  home,  and  by 
special  classes  during  the  summer. 

Feast  of  the  Caribou 

After  Mass  all  went  to  the  "dining 
room"  (a  large  area  enclosed  in  plastic) 
for  "Mukushan,"  the  Indian  feast  of  the 
Caribou. 


Now  most  people  would  consider  this 
day  a  full  one  -  but  no,  there  was  more 
to  come.  The  group  gathered  for  an  in- 
spiring meeting  to  discuss  the  problem 
of  alcohol  and  to  find  ways  to  help  one 
another.  There  was  an  exciting  feeling 
of  hope  throughout  the  encampment. 
The  meeting  was  followed  by  a  Drum 
Dance  and  an  amateur  hour.  The  sing- 
ing of  Indian  and  English  songs  was 
heard  well  into  the  early  hours  of  the 
morning. 

Monday  morning  saw  the  group  again 
gathered  for  Mass  and  a  farewell  to  our 
friends  from  Sept  Isle  and  Schefferville. 
Then  began  the  packing  up  and  the  re- 
turn to  Sheshatshit.  A  happier  group  of 
people  because  of  time  spent  together 
in  the  company  of  the  Lord. 


TEACHER'S  WORKSHOP 


On  October  13th  the  children  were  treat- 
ed to  a  surprise  holiday  while  the  teach- 
ers gathered  to  discuss  methods  of 
teaching. 

In  the  morning  the  Kindergarten  to 
Grade  3  teachers  met  to  observe  Miss 
Hearn  demonstrate  the  teaching  of  Oral 
English.  We  understand  it  was  a  par- 
ticipation workshop  as  teachers  took 
part  in  the  activities  normally  performed 
by  students  in  the  classroom.  Everyone 
seemed  to  have  a  good  time  and  from 
observations  during  the  past  week  learn- 
ed quite  a  few  new  ideas. 

At  the  same  time  the  teachers  from 
Grade  4  to  10  studied  the  teaching  of 
English  as  a  Second  Language.  Stress 
was  placed  on  the  use  of  the  picture 
series  provided  by  the  Department  of 
Indian  Affairs. 


A  Festive  Occasion 

As  this  day  was  Thanksgiving  Day,  it 
was  felt  that  the  families  of  the  teachers 
should  be  included  in  the  dinner  cele- 
brations. It  was  also  felt  this  would  be 
an  excellent  opportunity  for  the  new 
teachers  to  meet  the  members  of  the  In- 
dian Education  Authority.  In  keeping 
with  the  family  theme,  their  families 
were  also  invited.  It  was  a  festive  oc- 
casion. 

In  the  afternoon,  Art  Brown,  Lan- 
guage Arts  Consultant  with  the  Labra- 
dor West  Integrated  School  Board,  gave 
a  presentation  to  the  Kindergarten  to 
Grade  3  teachers  on  the  new  reading 
series. 

The  Grades  4  to  10  teachers  discussed 
Student  Evaluation.  All  felt  is  was  a 
worthwhile  day. 


You  will  never  see  far  if  you  only  look  near 
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Picture  Story 


Spreading  the  Word  of  God 

Trinity  Place  Religious  Education  Home  Study  Program,  Clarenville,  Nfld. 


How  the  Lord  is  using  three  of  His 
Missionaries  in  the  Province  of 
Newfoundland . . . 


The  day  opens  with  prayer  in  our 
Prayer  Corner.  We  now  have  our 
Chapel  where  the  Blessed  Sacrament 
is  reserved. 


In  winter,  Sister  Barton,  like 
St.  Francis,  takes  care  of  God's 
songsters,  with  a  tree  feeding 
station  at  Trinity  Place 


Father  Larry  George,  our  Pastor, 
and  Sister  Barton  pose  with  a  group  of 
Clarenville  students  who  have 
successfully  completed  their  Religion 
Courses  and  received  certificates 


Mark  Power,  one  of  our  altar  boys, 
looks  on  while  Trina  Clouter 
lights  the  Advent  wreath  in 
the  church. 


Pauline  Flaherty  presents  Miss 
Dorothy  Guillam  with  a  floral 
arrangement  from  the  parishioners  of 
Fatima  Parish.  A  professional 
organist,  she  has  given  generous 
service  to  the  parish  for  the  past  nine 
years.  She  also  was  a  devoted 
catechist.  Miss  Guillam  has  moved 
to  St.  John's 


Ready  for  the  Road:  Besides 
correcting  lessons  at  home,  the 
sisters  visit  their  students  in  Outport 
Missions  to  help  them  prepare  for 
the  Liturgical  Seasons  for  Holy 
Communion,  and  to  explain  difficulties 
in  correspondence  lessons 


Sister  Barton  having 
an  Advent  celebration 


Helping  students  in  Dover  to 
write  Lenten  resolutions 


At  beginning  of  Lent,  Sister  Mossey 
distributes  ashes  to  the  people 
of  Gooseberry  Cove  and 
Little  Hearts  Ease 


Father  Barker,  Sister  Barton  and 
Mr.  M.  Kelly,  a  teacher  on  sabbatical 
leave  from  Labrador,  who  returned 
on  weekends  to  his  home  town 
of  Dover,  and  took  time  to 
complete  the  instruction  there  for 
First  Communion.  On  this  occasion 
Father  Barker  presented  certificates 
to  correspondence  students  who  had 
completed  the  Religion  Courses 


Sister  Zampese,  Father  Gordon 
Walsh  and  students  following  Mass 
in  the  Swift  Current  gym.  This 
occasion  was  the  first  time  in 
approximately  40  years  that  Mass  had 
been  celebrated  in  this  town  which 
is  located  about  70  km.  from  their 
parish  church 


Scripture  readings  were  done  by 
Mrs.  Clyde  Rose  (left)  and 
Mrs.  Clarence  March 


Eileen  Beck,  Nelson  Rose  and  Zeta 
Holden  with  Father  Gordon  Walsh, 
after  receiving  First  Holy  Communion 
at  Mass  at  Swift  Current,  Nfld., 
May  18, 1980,  in  the  gym  of  the 
Integrade  School 


Visiting  the  homes  is  essential  at  any 
time  of  the  year.  Sister  brings  Holy 
Communion  to  the  sick  and  elderly 
in  their  homes.  Two  of  the  families 
visited  in  Culls  Harbour:  Mr.  and  Mrs. 
Aylward  (top  photo)  and  Mr.  and 
Mrs.  Walter  Mackey  and  family 


Trinity  Place  welcomes  visitors:  Sister 
Joan  Schafhauser,  Vocation 
Directress,  visits  the  sisters 
in  Clarenville 


Sister  Joan  showing  slides  of 
the  work  of  the  S.O.S.  to 
interested  mothers  and  daughters. 


With  Sister  Adua  Zampese  at  Trinity 
Bay  from  Little  Hearts  Ease 


With  Sister  Viola  Mossey  -  sister 
is  treated  to  a  visit  to  Cape  Bonavista 


At  Easter,  Ann  Marie  McEleny  from 
Grenock,  Scotland,  spent  a  few  weeks 
at  Trinity  Place  and  shared  her 
musical  talent  with  the  people 
of  Gooseberry  Cove  at  Mass 


Sharing  a  meal  with  Father  Larry 
George  who  lives  at  King's  Cove 


We  ask  that  as  you,  our  readers,  browse  through  the  simple  picture  story 
of  our  work  in  Newfoundland,  you  may  be  inspired  to  pray  for  us  that  we  may 
bring  each  soul  we  touch  through  our  work,  just  a  little  closer  to  our  God. 


The  correspondence  school  in  religious  education  in  Clarenville,  con- 
ducted by  the  Sisters  of  Service  was  inaugurated  in  September  1975  by 
Archbishop  A.  L.  Penny,  to  assist  the  parents  in  giving  religious  instruc- 
tion to  their  children  who  do  not  have  the  opportunity  of  attending  a 
Catholic  School.  -  Monitor. 

The  areas  served  by  the  Sisters  in  the  dioceses  of  Grand  Falls  and  St.  John's 
include  the  missions  of  Gambo  (Joey  Smallwood's  hometown),  King's  Cove, 
Plate  Cove,  Bonavista,  Carbonear,  Whitbourne,  Goose  Bay,  Labrador  - 
Churchill  Falls,  Lamaline  -  Grand  Banks,  Long  Harbour.  Each  of  these  mis- 
sions include  up  to  as  many  as  ten  or  even  twelve  post  office  areas. 

One  mother  had  this  to  say:  "I  thank  God  my  children  take  your  religion 
courses  to  learn  to  love  others."  And  a  young  girl  said:  "I  am  happy  to  take  this 
religion  course  because  we  are  learning  God's  Word.  Since  I  know  God  better 
and  try  to  keep  close  to  him,  things  are  different  and  we  are  happier." 

HIS  SECRET 

"Pray  that  I  may  love  God  more.  It  seems  to  me  that  if  I  can  learn  to 
love  God  more  passionately,  more  constantly,  without  distraction, 
that  absolutely  nothing  else  can  matter.  I  got  faith,  you  know,  by 
praying  for  it.  I  hope  to  get  Love  the  same  way."  -  Joyce  Kilmer 
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St.  John's  Health  Care  Complex 

E.  TUNNEY,  S.O.S. 


"She  makes  friends  instantly,"  said 
Marion,  admiringly  and  a  trifle  envi- 
ously, indicating  a  girl  who  had  just 
waved  to  the  group  on  the  porch  as  she 
drove  past.  "Does  she  keep  them?" 
asked  Cousin  Margaret,  who  often  put 
questions  that  were  hard  to  answer.  "Not 
very  long,"  confessed  Marion,  "but  then, 
she  always  has  new  ones  so  it  doesn't 
matter."  "It  matters  a  great  deal,"  said 
Marion's  father,  looking  up  from  his 
newspaper.  "Friendship  that  is  not  last- 
ing is  not  friendship  at  all." 

This  I  was  to  experience  on  returning 
to  Edson,  Alberta,  for  the  opening  cere- 
monies of  St.  John's  Health  Care  Com- 
plex on  September  19,  1980.  This  was 
a  long  awaited  day  which  turned  out  to 
be  a  real  reunion,  renewing  friendships 
of  the  people  I  worked  with  and  for  - 


Cutting  the  ribbon 


co-workers,  staff,  patients,  government 
officials,  members  of  the  Alberta  Hos- 
pital Association,  et  al.  All  joined  with 
us  in  celebrating  this  great  event. 

The  Nursing  Home  has  two  entrances: 
one  through  the  main  emergency  en- 
trance on  5th  Avenue,  and  there  is  the 
second  entrance  through  a  door  by  the 
greenhouse.  There  is  rhyme,  reason  and 
coding  behind  the  riot  of  vivid  colours 
of  green,  yellow  and  blue.  The  facility 
is  built  on  a  pod  system,  each  pod  be- 
ing practically  a  complete  unit,  taking 
their  names  from  the  nursing  home  dis- 
tricts -  Edson  House,  Hinton  House 
and  Coal  Branch  House.  The  hallways 
leading  to  the  facility  have  been  named 
Jasper  Way  to  incorporate  that  part  of 
the  nursing  home  district.  Edson  House, 
the  biggest  pod,  adjoins  the  special  areas, 


Andy  and  Ivy  -  Edson  pioneers  since  1910 


Room  in  Coal  Branch  House 


the  beauty  parlour,  the  laundromat  and 
the  tuck  shop,  as  well  as  the  occupa- 
tional therapy  centre  and  the  arts  and 
crafts  room. 

Seeing  is  Believing 

But  seeing  is  believing  and  there  are 
many  ways  of  doing  just  this,  and  in 
true  Western  style  socializing  along  the 
way.  I  said  to  myself,  "It  is  good  for  me 
to  be  here."  I  met  so  many  of  my  former 
associates  and  friends,  like  Bob  Dowling. 
I  recall  the  first  time  I  met  Bob,  who  was 
then  our  M.L.A.  He  was  riding  a  horse 
in  the  Edson  Rodeo.  I  said  aloud,  "Oh 
what  a  beautiful  horse!"  At  this  the  rider 
approached  and  said,  "But  oh,  the  rider - 
r-r-h!" 

Doctor  Ann  Reid,  after  the  unveiling 
of  the  Commemorative  Plaque,  read 
the  wording  on  the  plaque,  which  said: 
"St.  John's  Health  Care  Complex.  Own- 
ers: Sisters  of  Service  of  Canada,  Edson 
Nursing  Home  District  No.  25.  Official 
opening  September  19,  1980  A.D.  with 
the  co-operation  of  the  Government  of 
the  Province  of  Alberta  celebrating  its 
75th  Anniversary."  It  continues  to  name 


all  the  participants  in  the  opening  cere- 
monies, the  members  of  the  Boards  as 
well  as  the  builders. 

Dr.  Reid  pinch-hitted  for  her  husband, 
Dr.  Ian  Reid,  M.L.A. ,  who  was  ground- 
ed by  fog  in  Edmonton.  Les  Halliwell, 
Board  Chairman,  and  Bob  Dowling  un- 
veiled the  plaque  bearing  the  names  of 
all  the  Sisters  of  Service  who  have  work- 
ed in  Edson  since  the  community  came 
here  in  1926. 

Gifts  Presented 

The  Hospital  Board  had  decided  to  re- 
cognize some  of  the  people  who  had  put 
in  so  much  work  on  the  construction. 
They  remembered  Frances  Ciciarelli, 
who  had  been  a  very  active  member  of 
the  Nursing  Home  Board  until  her 
death.  Frances  was  well  known  in  the 
district  for  her  ceramic  work  and  Art 
Ciciarelli  was  asked  whether  it  would 
be  possible  to  buy  some  of  her  work 
for  the  occasion.  It  was. 

As  a  result  every  participant  in  the 
ceremony  received  a  small  squirrel  pin. 
In  addition,  ceramic  gifts  were  received 
by:  Dr.  Ian  Reid,  Hon.  Bob  Dowling, 
Mayor  Watson,  Mayor  McArdell,  Kent 


"But  oh,  the  rider  -  r-r-h!" 
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Border,  George  Beck,  Mr.  Lehman,  Dr. 
Trevor  Morgan,  Ivy  McEvoy,  Andrew 
Fossheim,  Olinda  Larson,  Keith  Olson, 
Jo  Soskowski,  Millie  Crawford,  Dr.  Jim 
Crawford,  Joe  Wynne,  Sister  Helen 
Hayes,  Sister  Allen,  Sister  Harding,  Art 
Ciciarelli,  Ron  Linford,  Paul  O'Hara, 
Dorothy  Cooper,  Dick  Corser,  Frank 
Magyar,  Walter  Fowler,  Albert  Mercier, 
Harold  Schmidt  of  Hinton  and  Mr.  F. 
Wright  of  Jasper. 

Shirley  McNaughton  presented  a 
plaque  from  the  Town  of  Edson  which 
was  accepted  by  Les  Halliwell.  Nursing 
Home  Board  member  Harold  Schmidt, 
on  behalf  of  the  Town  of  Hinton,  pre- 
sented beautiful  bouquets  of  roses  to 
Sister  Helen  Hayes  (Sister  General), 
Mrs.  Les  Halliwell  and  Mrs.  Albert 
Mercier  (wives  of  our  Board  Chairman 
and  Hospital  Administrator).  Someone 
described  these  last  two  ladies  as  "hos- 
pital widows,"  but  let's  hope  Corey  and 
Jean  will  now  enjoy  more  of  their  hus- 
bands' company. 

Can  Be  Proud  of  Building 

In  the  evening  the  banquet  at  the  Legion 
Hall  was  attended  by  approximately  200 
persons.  Mr.  Border,  architect,  received 
the  keys  of  the  building  from  Mr.  Leh- 
man on  behalf  of  Bergman  Construc- 
tion, and  presented  them  to  Albert  Mer- 
cier, Hospital  Administrator. 

Chairman  Les  Halliwell,  in  his  short 
speech,  said  that  the  Government  of 
Alberta  had  been  extremely  helpful; 
only  very  recently  it  had  written  off  the 
five  million  dollars,  cancelling  all  debts 
incurred  in  the  building  of  the  facility. 
Les  concluded  with  the  message:  "We 
can  be  proud  of  this  building,  but  we 
can  only  be  proud  if  we  use  it  properly, 
namely  to  reach  out  a  helping  hand  to 
those  who  cannot  help  themselves.  This 
is  your  building.  Come  in  and  use  it. 
Come  in  and  visit  its  guests,  make  and 


share  a  cup  of  coffee  and  a  piece  of 
toast  with  them." 

This  was  truly  a  celebration  to  mark 
an  end  and  a  beginning  -  over  eight 
years  of  negotiations,  discussions,  plan- 
ning and  construction  with  all  its  prob- 
lems and  frustrations,  until  the  present 
facility  emerged  ready  for  use.  This  I 
know  because  I  was  a  member  of  the 
Board  when  this  first  appeared  on  the 
agenda  of  the  St.  John's  Hospital  Board, 
before  leaving  to  take  over  the  editorship 
of  the  Field  at  Home  in  Toronto,  in 
1975.  During  these  years  many  friend- 
ships have  been  formed  and  here  I 
quote  Cicero:  "Friendship  excels  kin- 
ship." 


P.S.  -  In  a  message  recently  received 
from  Edson:  "We  have  eight  patients  in 
our  new  complex.  Pete  Wyandy  is  one  of 
the  occupants.  He  was  quite  surprised  at 
first  and  mentioned  he  thought  it  was  too 
good  for  him  but  he  seems  to  be  settling 
in  O.K." 


Constable  David  McKay,  RCMP,  who 
with  Corporal  Bert  Anderson  provided 
some  colour  to  the  opening  ceremonies 
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Pictured  above  are  Mrs.  Emma  Hartman,  her  seven  daughters  (seated  left), 
six  sons  (seated  right),  and  their  spouses  (standing) 


Hartman  and  Hartman 

ANITA  HARTMAN,  S.O.S. 


GRACE 

Praise  God  from  whom  all  blessings 
flow 

Praise  Him  all  creatures  here  below 
Praise  Him  above,  ye  heavenly  host 
Praise  Father,  Son,  and  Holy  Ghost. 

Be  present  at  our  table,  Lord 
Be  here  and  everywhere  adored 
And  grant  that  we  may  one  day  feast 
in  Pa  . . .  ra  . .  .  dise  with  Thee. 

This  grace  opened  the  reunion  banquet 
of  Sister  Anita  Hartman's  family  in  Pen- 
ticton,  B.C.  It  is  50  years  since  her  par- 
ents began  to  raise  their  family  of  17  on 
a  homestead  in  Manning,  Alberta.  Today 
Sister  Anita's  mother  counts  47  grand- 
children and  12  from  the  newer  genera- 
tion. 

Celebrating  the  family,  a  fabric  was 
prepared,  composed  of  23  strands  of 
cloth.  As  the  fabric  was  disassembled 
and  a  strand  placed  around  each  per- 
son's neck  to  be  worn  as  a  stole  {see 
photo),  the  Penticton  choir  sang: 

.  .  .  /  want  to  say  something 
to  all  of  you 


who  have  become  a  part 

of  the  fabric  of  my  life. 

The  colour  and  texture 

which  you  have  brought 

into  my  being 

have  become  a  song 

and  1  want  to  sing  it  forever . .  . 


Darlene  Schmid,  youngest  choir  member 
and  Sister  Anita  Hartman 
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Sister  Leona,  eldest,  prepared  a  fami-  The  Penticton  choir  sang  Daddy  Sang 

ly  history,  a  family  tree  and  a  family  Bass  to  commemorate  the  father  of  the 

birthday  calendar  for  each  person.  Her  Hartman  family  and  the  four  other 

extensive  research  was  very  much  ap-  members  who  have  passed  into  eternity, 

preciated.  Darlene  Schmid,  youngest  choir  mem- 


Sister  Carmelita  Camozzi  (left)  holding  the  family  chart  for  Sister  Leona 


During  the  evening  the  family  enjoyed  mustcal  selections  performed  by  one  another. 
Here  we  have  Sister  Anita's  six  brothers  and  Ken,  the  new  groom 
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ber,  presented  Mrs.  Hartman  with  a  ber,  Sister  Anita  expresses  her  prayer 
plate  picturing  her  17  children  singing     that  all  may  grow  in  grace,  and  one  day 


As  the  Hartman  family  grows  in  num-     of  the  Family.  Let  us  bless  the  Lord! 


Bishop  Lawrence  p.  whelan,  Auxiliary  Bishop  of  Montreal,  died  on 
October  4th,  at  Maison  St.  Joseph  of  the  Little  Sisters  of  the  Poor. 

Bishop  Whelan  was  ordained  to  the  priesthood  on  December  19,  1929, 
and  was  ordained  a  bishop  in  1941,  to  assist  Joseph  Charbonneau  of 
Montreal.  He  served  as  auxiliary  to  Cardinal  Leger  and  Archbishop 
Gregoire. 

Bishop  Whelan's  association  with  the  Sisters  of  Service  dates  back  over 
a  period  of  many  years.  When  the  S.O.S.  operated  the  Girls'  Residence  on 
Drummond  Street,  as  a  newly  ordained  priest  Father  Whelan  on  many 
occasions  said  Mass  in  the  little  chapel  there.  In  1936  he  was  delegated  as 
our  regular  chaplain  and  his  success  in  this  work  was  extraordinary  and 
the  response  of  the  girls  to  his  kind  and  fatherly  interest  was  most  grati- 
fying. 

For  approximately  35  years  His  Excellency  said  Midnight  Mass  in  our 
chapel  every  Christmas.  Not  only  at  Christmas  but  at  all  times  he  was  a 
true  counsellor  and  friend. 

Bishop  Whelan's  memory  will  remain  with  us  and  we  pray  that  he  will 
continue  to  watch  over  the  Sisters  of  Service  and  make  our  ranks  increase 
for  the  greater  glory  of  God. 


together  back  on  the  farm. 


share  the  Eternal  Feast.  This  is  the  Year 


Lawrence  P.  Whelan 


Death,  kind  Nature's  signal  of  retreat. 

Samuel  Johnson 


I  have  come  to  serve  . . . 


\ 


•  Do  you  believe  that  there  is  more  to  life  than  money, 
status  and  the  pursuit  of  power? 

•  Do  you  think  it  is  important  to  use  your  talents  in  the 
service  for  others? 

•  Do  you  think  that  you  should  dedicate  yourself  to  the 
cause  of  justice? 

•  Are  you  looking  for  a  new  meaning  to  life? 

For  information,  write: 

Formation  Directress 
10  Montcrest  Blvd. 
Toronto,  Ontario  M4K  1J7 
Telephone  (416)  461-7558 

To  serve  does  not  mean  to  submit  oneself  in  a  degrading  manner. 
To  serve  simply  means  that  one  is  useful  to  another  and  is  able  to 
aid  in  the  improvement  of  a  situation,  to  help  others  to  build  a  better 
world,  a  world  in  which  there  will  be  more  peace  .  .  .  more  joy  .  .  . 
more  love. 


"Kitchener" 


Don't  be  caught  napping! 
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